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Gabteb king record his name^ 

Add it to the list; 
Whose right hand did win him fame. 

Pride of birth who missed ; 
Whilst the trumpets loudly peali 
Write his name and add the seal ! 

On our Worthies' list the last, 

Though awhile ignored, 
Into fortune's lap he cast 

All he had — ^his sword : 
Fortune gaye it back, with fame ; 
Garter King, record his name I 

When the smouldering flames outglared 

On the Indian coast. 
Who so nobly did and dtred, 

With his little host? 
Like a new Leonidas, 
Standing in the fatal pass ! 

like the whirlwind, on he passed, 

Like the dread siroc, 
The wild wildemess's blast, 

Like the torrent's shock? 
So, upon the foe he binrst. 
And the rebel ranks dispersed ! 
▲ 2 
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Battling in a righteous cause 

Is a noble thing ; 
For our altars, hearths, and laws, 

Let our weapons spring. 
Till we Ve conquered ; and, till then, 
Keyer touch their sheaths again I 

But when rebels draw the sword, 

And would fain restore 
Laws and customs long ignored. 

Stained with human gore. 
Who against such wretches fights. 
Champion he of man's best rights ! 

Bebels to theil: chiefs and Queen, 

Traitors to the State, 
Very tigers in their mien, 

Only blood could sate. 
Quenching with the murderer s knife. 
Many a brave and noble life. 

England's best and bravest blood. 

Wasted in an hour; 
No, not wasted ; as the bud 

Bursts into the flower. 
So each drop it was a seed, 
Pregnant with a noble deed. 

Oh ! it is a harrowing tale. 

And with horrors rife ! 
Many a maiden's voice did wail, 

Many an English wife. 
With a damage worse than death, 
Gasped out a hated breath. 
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Virtue lay in suicide, 

Healing in a knife ; 
Many that quietus tried, 

For a hated life. 
Fled their spirits, self exiled, 

like the gods from shrines defiled. 

Pale as any marble bust. 
Then brate Havelock swore, 

To avenge the deeds of lust, 
Or to sleep no more ; 

Took the solemn oath, and then 

Marched with two thousand men. 

Marched by day, and marched by night» 

Over hill and glen, 
Like a comet^s was their flight, 

Those two thousand men ; 
Three times twenty hours and more, 
like a torrent on they bore. 

like tiger in its spring, 

Which in covert lies, 
Soon their foes to bay they bring, 

With a quick surprise ; 
Struck them down in righteous wrath. 
As did Israel those of Gath. 

As the bloodhoimd on the track 

Of its scented prey, 
If it lose, it tumeth back 

On its former way ; 
Till its scent again it find, 
To all other objects blind. 
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Guided by the blackened sod, 

And the charred roots, 
Conscious on the track they trod, 

Of those human biTites, 
Ne'er their eyelids did they close, 
Till two suns both set and rose. 

'Tis not mine to count the dead, 

Tis not mine to tell 
The amount of those who fled, 

Or of those who fell ; 
Ere had risen the third day's san» 
Ample vengeanoe had been done. 

Yet a work was to be done, 

Which, while yet to do, 
Vain the victories they had won, 

To their valour due ; 
Lucknow's captives breathless wait; 
Ah ! it might be then too late. 

Terrible was their suspense, 

Dread the interval. 
As they strained their aching sense, 

Standing on the wall, 
Sweeping die horizon round. 
Listening to every sound. 

Hearts of ice would have been thawed, 

To behold that scene ; 
Even the bravest there were awed, 

Changed in their mien. 
On their startled ears as fell 
Those incarnate demons' yell. 
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like the adyeoturera who roasi 

Amidst the Nubian sands, 
Leaying kindred, Mend, and home» 

For remotest lands ; 
See, as midnight air, then rolk 
Monsters round the glowing coals. 

It was morning! but the s^, 

Scarcelj yet reyeajied, 
Saye that a less purple dye, 

Perhaps, the east did yield, 
When the wateh^r on the wall 
Woke the rest with azixious call. 

Wild confusion raged below> 

As the golden streaks 
Bright and brighter still did glow, 

Shouts rose mixed with shrieks; 
A death strugg^ had begun, 
Ere uprose that morning son. 

Perhaps some cause did disunite 

That wild, yelling host ; 
Perhaps to share the spoil they fight — 

A quarrel then at most : 
No ; 'tis not a cause so slight — 
In the melee all unite. 

To the equinoctial gale 

As the forest yields. 
As the tempest doth assail 

The autumnal fieldjs, 
Such the force which these impelled. 
As they shouted, shrieked, and yelled- 
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Breathless were they with suspense 
What the cause should mean ; 

Grew it more and more intense 
Each dread pause between ; 

But no longer is there doubt — 

Hark ! it is a British shout ! 

On the right, and on the left, 

Like a parting tide, 
The besieging columns, cleft, 

Leaye an opening wide; 
Through it rush the British ranks. 
As a river bursts its banks. 

Near and nearer now they come ; 

Hark! the merry fife- 
Hark ! the echoes of the drum, 

Mingling with the strife ; 
God of war their efforts speed ! 
See ! 'tis Havelock who doth lead ! 

Marcb, 1837. 



There's an echo in the breast 
To the Sabbath chime ; 

There's a longing for a rest, 
For away from time. 

There's a voice within which tells 
Earth is not our home, 

Answering to the Sabbath bells 
From the stately dome. 
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Thoughts of peace the sounds inspire, 

Thoughts of anger seal, 
From the distant, sacred spire, 

As the echoes peal. 

Seem they, as they fall and rise, 

From the distant spire, 
Tike an anthem from the skies. 
By angelic choir. 
September ftth, 1868. 




Lord, whilst upon the earth I live 
In weakness and in fear, 

The assurance of thy favor give. 
And with thy presence cheer. 

Although my body to the dust 
Return, from whence it came. 

In thee, O Saviour, will I trust. 
And in Thy gracious name. 

The temple of the Hebrew King — 
Although but wood and stone — 

Yet God did there His presence bring, 
And thOTe His glory shone. 

So in this body fraQ and weak. 
And fashioned of the clay. 

If Him with humble heart I seek, 
He wiU His grace display. 

Jlpril, 1859. 
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S£FI:EMB£I^ 11, 1866. 



Without the wind which wafts it into port, 
What boot the vessel's sails ? what boots the mast ? 

Of every changing tide 'twould be the spprt, 
And likely stranded on a bank at last. 

As to the vessel is a prosperous wind, 

Such is the public favor unto art ; 
It helps the votive bias of the mind, 

And fires with zeal the unambitious heart. 

Giving rewards to merit — ^not to Schools — 
Nature's wide field the only one we know ; 

There, let the artist learn his wisest rules, 
And with her models let his genius glow ! 

Blotting distinctions, which true art impede, 
Our doors to every one we open wide ; 

And upon genius bestow the meed — 
Unto whatever School it is allied. 

Here, let the youthM aspirant for fame 
His ofibrings bring, and lay them on this shrine : 

Come, without fear, although unknown by name, 
His the reward whose merit most doth shine. 

Pre-Eaphaelite and Post, both we invite ; 

Italian, French, and Dutch, all, all alike ; 
The name of justice on our flag we write — 

That sacred standard we will never strike I 
S^tember 11, 186& 
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fines. 



Shall England be the minion 
Of France — ^the subject thrall — 

And, yielding her dominion, 
Beneath her livals fall ! 

When women are recruited 
For soldiers, in the land. 

And belted, too, and booted, 
Our armies do command. 

When that old spirit ceaseth 
Which won at Waterloo, 

And England hirelings leaseth 
Her armies to renew. 

No more her mountains dotting* 

But failing at the root. 
When England's oak trees rojtting^ 

Her ships no more recruit. 

When England'^ sailor? quailing 

Before the Northern blast- 
No more the battle hailing, 
lie oraren hj the mast 

With tyrants, when her banners 

No longer battle wage, 
And England's ancient manners 

Are wrecked upon the stage. 
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When cease both ghip and schooner 

Upon the sea and bay, 
Then — not a moment sooner — 
Shall England France obey. 
September 7,1808. 



Mt steed, upon thy back astride, 

Foe never did I fear ; 
But safely through the fight did ride, 

And mock at gun and spear. 

Over thy neck thy mane did play, 

Entangled with the rein ; 
Loud as a trumpet was thy neigh. 

And rang along the plain. 

0, gallant steed ! I've often rode 
Through broken ranks on thee ! 

And nobly thou hast borne thy load. 
And nobly fought for me. 

Whilst wheeling to the left or right. 

Or, striking with the hoof, 
Thou'st borne me safely through the fight. 

And danger kept aloof. 

And now, old Mend; that thou art grey, 

And like thy master worn. 
Through goodly pastures thou shalt stray, 

And ftirther service spurn ; 
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Save when a field day tempts thy lord 
To mount my steed — ! then, 

Bekindlmg at thy master's word, 
Thoult show thy fire again. 
Avgnat 3,1897. 



Wit (^%jk ta (^Kglaiilr. 



Oh ! land of the fair and the hrave. 
Best, best, of the nations on earth, 

Far away, for thy yalleys I crave, 
Oh ! land of my choice and my birth ! 

Oh ! land of the vapour and mist ! 

Oh ! land of the tempest and gale ! 
Thy rocks do the billows resist. 

As thy children their foes who assail ! 

Oh ! land of the free and the wise ! 

Oh ! land of the honest and true ! 
Though clouds often cover thy skies, 

In summer what skies are so blue ? 

Oh ! land of the herd and the fold ! 

Oh ! land of the mountain and vale ! 
Of meadows so fair to behold, 

Of rivers which never do fail ! 

Oh ! land of the woodland and glen. 
The hamlet, the cottage, the hall, 

Thy sons are the bravest of men, 
Thy daughters are lovely and pure ! 
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Oh ! land of my childhood and ycmtii, 
Which passed like a tislon away, 

So fast and so hiight, that, in doodi, 
It seemed like a midsummer day ! 

At last when to thee I return, 
The hest and the fairest on earth, 

Again I wiU gather the fern 
Which grows in the vale of my birth. 

Oh ! sweet are the thoughts which arise 
In my breast, when I think of the day 

When again I shall welcome thy skie?, 
As I anchor my bark in the bay. 



And is life's journey to its olose 

Already, boy, so slow. 
That faster than the racehorse goes, 

Thus headlong you should go ? 

Who gave us breath, He placed the goal, 

O'er which we cannot go ; 
But if we sooner free the soul, 

'Twill be a murderer's blow ; 

Or by the bowl, or by the kmfe, 

The trespass is the same, 
The Lord our God, who gave us liie, 

He back alone can claim. 
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For all we have to do, alas, 
Too fast life*.^ journey speeds ; 

The longest life which any pass, 
Economising needs. 
December 38, 186& 




Land of Cato, land of Tully, 

Romans waken from the dust, 
Though disuse your weapons sully, 

In God's justice place your trust. 

Land of him the she-wolf suckled. 
Flows his hlood still in your veins — 

Too long, too long, have you truckled, 
And have hugged your tyrants' chains. 

Land where the Yenusian chanted. 
Where the Bard of Mantua sang. 

Of Eneas, man undaunted, 
Who from ancient Troas sprang. 

Kingdom of the conscript Fathers 
Where is now thy spirit flown ? 

Now in Rome the people gathers 
Round the semhlance of a throne. 

Land whose hoast that there the ohuroh is, 
Where the twin-bom sucked the wolf, 

Where, oh where is now the Curtius 
Who shall leap into the gulf? 
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There is still the Alban mountam 
Where the people fled of old, 

There is still .^geria's fountain 
Where liis passion Numa told. 

But where are the hearts which spumed 
Tyranny and Tyrants too ? 

Where the spirit once which burned? 
Vanished like the summer dew. 

No ; but sterner, stronger, bolder, 
'Twill bring back the Eoman name, 

Like the fire which long doth smoulder 
Ere it bursts into a flame. 
Deoeml)er 17, 1868. 



Now that our minor differences cease, 
We may expect the long-hoped-for peace, 
Christ is the bond in one which Christians bind,. 
Although of Tarious character and mind. 

Now on a common platform we can meet 
And with affection one another greet, 
To spread the Christian faith our plans devise 
Nor on each other look with jealous eyes. 

We're soldiers, fighting in a common cause, 
A Commonwealth, in manners and in laws ; 
All minor diflerences let us sink, 
And at the same communion eat and drink. 
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Soldiers enrolled to fight a common foe, 
Carrying our standard, onward let ns go ; 
And let us there the name of Christ inscribe — 
The glorious Captain of our common tribe. 

From this small centre shall the circle reach 
To every clime and kindred, tongue and speech. 
Until from pole to pole it shall extend, 
And to a common speech all speeches blend. 
October, 1858. 



OuB petticoats of crinoline they shall not take away. 
Were e'er such horrid Tyrants seen ? must we in this obey ? 
No ; on a Woman's rights well stand, and dare to disobey ; 
They make the statutes of the land, here we disown their 
sway. 

What shall be left if this we yield? oiu* purse and person 
theirs; 

O'er dress the sceptre we will wield, dispute tlie right who 
dare! 

If at their swallow-tailed coats we dared to raise a shout, 
They'd meet us with a million votes, and soon would count 
us out 

What Tyrants are they! tis enough, to make a woman 
swear, 

That they should recommend the stuiF which women are 
to wear — 

B 
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That they should tell the breadth and length, the colour 
and the rest — 

Should tell the texture and the strength, of the gowns in 
which we're dressed. 

We'll please ourselves in this, at least, sole arbitresses here, 
Our crinoline shall be increased, if still they interfere ; 
The car and cab fares they will raise — ^let them our hus- 
bands pay — 

They'll give the patterns of our stays, in this if we obey. 
December, 1858. 



24th 3IARCH, im. 



Why on the man be wreaking 
Imprisonment or death ? 

W^hat is his trespass ? Speaking 
The truth above his breath. 

A new commandment—" Say not 
The truth " — ^is made in Ghaul ; 

More than the sword or bayonet 
Doth this dread law appal. 

A sword there is — Opinion, 
More keen than polished steel ; 

The tyrant's slavish minion 
Its sharpened edge shall feel. 
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Who justice is profaning 
With foul corruption's blot ; 

A judge's ermine staining — 
And staining, too — ^for what ? 

For money ! A poor pittance — 
Five hundred francs a year ; 

For that he writes his quittance — 
A servant's wages here. 

The hand which wrote the writing 
. They may with fetters Lind ; 
Or from the arm be smiting — 
They cannot chain his mind. 

His words abroad are flying 
Faster than flight of birds; 

In vain, in vain they're trying 
To stop the lightning words. 

On, on ! through earth and ocean — 
On, on ! through air and sea, 

Fast as the tempest's motion — 
Their burden — Liberty ! 
Norember, 1858. 




Whilst grateful the blessings I see, 

To me, which my Father conveys, 
Ah, what is man's censiu'e to me — 

As dear, and as cheap as his praise. 
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The breath which hath censure expressed. 
Oft utters the language of praise ; 

While neither is felt in the breast, 
Like a tune which the instrument plays. 

Like glass, which the image hath caught 
Of things which before it have passed, 

By men thus the image of thought 
Eeflected, and fadeth as fast. 

In me be the impulse repressed 
To picture the thoughts of the crowd ; 

Nor fear what is felt in my breast, 
By my tongue to express it aloud. 

Be the words of my praise or my blame, 

Like coin in the scale which is weighed ; 
WhUst tJiat only merit can claim, 
Be this unto wickedness paid. 
xMarch, 1868. 



Brino the old apparatus back, 
Bevive the torture and the rack ; 
Chain up the press, quench reason s light, 
Ordain an everlasting night ! 

For fi.'eemen's rights care not a straw. 
For rights of slaves, now Frenchmen, draw ; 
Strike for your fetters and your chains ! 
Save these, now what for you remains ? 
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Out with the bayonet and the pike ; 
Strike for your prisons ! Frenchmen, strike ! 
Lift up your hands to heaven and pray 
That genius die, and mind decay. 

Beneath your master's sceptre bow, 
As the ox bendeth to the plough ; 
No, not his hand, his feet salute, 
And learn the instinct of the brute. 

Come, bend your necks imto the yoke ! 
Be freedom's shield for ever broke ! 
As slaves, your darling rights defend, 
And blood and treasure freely spend. 
March, l»8. 



®R % late ^ffteit ^ms, (^m. 

DIED 2nd august, 1858. 



" Hebe lies an honest man." Over his grave, 
These words ui)on a marble stone engrave ; 
These be the words, inscribed with pen of steel, 
** Here lies an honest man" — the tribute seal. 

A noble virtue, oft 'tis misapplied. 
And claimed as oft with imdeserving pride ; 
With him a virtue, both in deed and thought, 
Into his very being's texture wrought. 

Of simple manners, and of blameless life, 
He ne'er contended in the lists of strife ; 
Of warm affections, and of vig'rous mind, 
Not only learned, but of taste refined. 
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In his profession — standing in the ran — 
To its aapiiing youth a model man ; 
Free from chicanery ; honest, manly, true ; 
Not less the Gentleman than lawyer too. 

A better tribute he deserves than mine, 
Who ne'er have earned the favor of the Nine ; 
Yet would I pay this honor to his name, 
And would 'twere worthier of his life and fame. 

Angosli, 1868. 



a5TH JANUARY, 1859. 



BunNs gave his name to Scotland when he died — . 
Each now to each indissoluhly tied ; 
Proud with his name to be identified, 
Although she scorned him till the Poet died. 
Why meet the Poet's countrymen to-day ? 
Not to do honor to the Poet's clay. 
But to themselves, to them his fame transferred, 
Who sang more sweetly than the singing bird. 
Honor to Bums ! To Bums the fame alone. 
He asked bread, his coimtry gave a stone. 
Although she claims him as her kinsman now, 
And laurels places on his mai'ble brow ; 
When living, small the pittance which slie gave, 
And sent him broken-hearted to his grave ; 
And yet she keeps his festival to-day. 
And speaketh long orations o'er his clay ; 
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And tells his worth of character and mind, 
To both of which, when living, she was blind ! 
Away, away ! I honor Bums too well. 
This hollow pomp and pageantry to swell ; 
And whilst I write " immortal " to his name, 
Turn from such rank hypocrisy with shame. 
JanuAiy, 1869. 



To aroid a demooBtntion, the Emperor ordered Beranger's ftmeral to take 
place within twenty-four boon of his death. The populace repeatedly cried 
» VlTeBerangerr' 

He sleeps not in a common grave — 

His tomb the people raise — 
The cypresses above him wave ; 

He sleeps at Pere la Chaise. 

Buried amidst the common vaults, 

His is no common mound ; 
Beranger s dust the place exalts — 

Now, it is classic ground. 

Snatched from the bed whereon he died, 
Whilst scarce his dust was cold — 

" Vive Beranger !" the people cried, 
As the bells' dirges tolled. 

" Vive Beranger!" though such a cheer 

As this did strangely sound ; 
When uttered o'er Berauger's bier, 

A meaning true it found. 
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The spirit of his Bongs it meant — 
The freedom which they breathed — 

And many a noble sentiment, 
With which his verse js wreathed. 

The life it breathed, to that akin 
Wliich beats in France's heart ; 

And nerves its arm to fight and win. 
With freedom for its chart. 

Connected with his glory, too. 
Birth's heritage who cursed— 

His throne unto the people due, 
Who then their fetters burst 

Napoleon's fame its lustre threw 
Upon his country's shield. 

Its Emperor's glory — France's too — 
With common badges sealed. 

" Vive Beranger !" 'twas France's cry — 
That loud and earnest cheer — 

Which rose imto the summer's sky 
Above the Poet's bier. 

July 26, 1857. 



f s §tr)r* 



A denizen of earth and air, 
A double bliss is thine ; 

A double portion thou dost share, 
A double lot combine. 
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Excluded from the upper air 

Until thy wings shall grow, 
Type of the change which man shall know — 

Confined at first helow, 

Until his golden feathers show, 

Until his wings he gird, 
Then through the upper air hell go, 
Rejoicing like a bird. 
t>ctober, 1867. 



Up the stream of time ascending, 
Greece we hail the friend of man ; 

In her own rights his defending — 
Both within one channel ran. 

Freedom was the prize she treasured, 
Freedom was the prize she won. 

When with Persia she measured 
Her free strength at Marathon. 

Hellas then her powers invoking. 
With immortal fires did glow ; 

Like the infant God when choking 
In his grasp his crested foe. 

To art her faculties devoting, 
Every power the giant braced ; 

Precious relics still are floating 
Upwards as the stream is traced. 
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Studded with celestial glory, 
like the stars of tropic skies. 

Is immortal Ilium's story 
An inestimable prize. 

Sculpture, too, art twin-begotten 

With the other sister art ; 
Phidias models unforgotten. 

Emulation still impart. 

Like a temple gone to pieces. 
With its columns broke and marred ; 

Such, although in ruins, Greece is, 
In the relics which are spared. 

Bard, historian, statesman, Poet — 
All their fragments when combined — 

(Though in detail we may know it,) 
Show the noble Grecian mind. 

If such grace its death surviveth, 
What must Greece in life have been ? 

All in vain the fancy strireth 
To revive the magic scene. 

Jtme, 1856. 



Lady, listen to our praises ; 

Let our words your grief assuage ; 
Havelock's name our annals graces. 

Bright as any on their page. 
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Lady, well your eye may glisten. 
With a tear of noble pride, 

To his praises as you listen, 
Who in honour's cause hath died. 

Though again we'll never see him. 
Though again we'll never hear, 

We will raise a mausoleum. 
For a name we hold so dear. 

For a name, the hero's ashes 
lie upon a foreign shore. 

On whose beach the ocean dashes, 
Which his bark so often bore. 

April, 1858. 



Time's chain is longer by another link ; 

Old Saturn hath devoured another son ; 
Of fate's dread steep I stand upon the brink, 

The darkness unillum'd by star or sun. 

Hope's bud is crushed, and ne'er shall blossom more ; 

My highest aspiration is despair ; 
Like vessel driving on the howling shore. 

Vainly against my fate I strive to bear. 

No social joys like others do I share ; 

An exile by inexorable fate ; 
The galling fetters to my grave I bear ; 

From childhood chained, at last I learn to hate; 
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I eigh for freedom, but I sigh in yain ; 

Like brass or iron, heaven precludes my prayer; 
Time rivets faster every year my chain, 

And binds me to the chariot of despair. 
Zltt December, 1857. 



Daughter of England, mother now, 
A babe hath blessed thy marriage vow ; 
Merrily Berlin's bells do ring 
A welcome to its future king. 

Brandenbui^s imperial line, 
O Princess ! now is linked with thine ; 
Of its proud throne, thy Son the heir — 
Its purple mantle bom to wear. 

Auspicious doth the omen seem, 
And bright as a midsiunmer's dream ; 
Kindred by blood as well as creed, 
No other bond the nations need. 

Our Elings* best blood is in his veins ; 
Be his the glory of their reigns ; 
And Alfred's, Henry's, Edward's fame, 
Be linked for ever to his name. 

Aprn, 1859. 
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" Preach the gospel,** men of Zion, 
Glad the news which you proclaim ; 

like the trumpet's peal *tis flying. 
Spreading onward like a flame. 

" Preach the gospel," oceans crossing, 
Braving breakers, rocks, and shoals. 

Winds and waves your vessels tossing, 
Onward for immortal souls. 

" Preach the gospel " to the heathen, 

Its eternal truths unfold, 
The bright sword of truth unsheathing. 

Be its banner, too, unrolled. 

" Preach the gospel '* on you girding 
Armour both to strike and ward ; 

** Preach the gospel ! ** — 'tis a biu*den 
Laid upon you by your Lord. 

" Preach the gospel ! ** — Christ is standing 

By you on the ship and shore ; 
Christ, your Captain, is commanding — 
" Preach the gospel " evermore ! 
KoTember, 1858. 



My Lord, my God, by this endearing name. 
Thy fond protection now my faith would claim 
My Lord, my God, to me in Christ revealed, 
Be ever still my bulwark and my shield. 
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My Lord, my God, nature coiild never show 
This dear relation, which, through faith, I know ; 
My Lord, my God, mine still through every stage. 
Of childhood, youth, of manhood, and of age. 

My Lord, my God, when mercies me surround. 
Oh ! through this name of love, how sweet they soimd 
Whilst thee as mine my humble faith can greet. 
The bitter cup of sorrow tasteth sweet. 

My Lord, my God, when death's dark shades come o'ei, 
Thee, as my God, oh ! let my lips adore. 
Ere its last breath weak nature shall resign. 
Oh ! let my parting sigh greet thee as mine. 
November, 1858. 



Father, who did*st create 
Air, earth, heaven, ocean, all, 

On thee my soul doth wait. 
Upon thy name I call. 

Who hast the wine-press trod, 
And tasted death for all. 

Oh ! Jesus, Son of God, 
Upon thy name I call. 

Oh ! thou whose grace doth save, 
And lifts us from our fall, 

Spirit, thy grace I crave. 
Whilst on thy name I call. 
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Eternal Three in One, 
Whose grace is free to all, 

Oh ! Father, Spirit, Son, 
In humble faith I call. 
21ft October, 1858. 



Oh ! what is sin ? — a protean thing. 
Which still its form is changing — 

A serpent with a deadly sting — 
Man from his God estranging. 

An angel near, with golden wings, 
That subtle thing is shewing; 

While with a syren voice it sings, 
Sweet as the fountain flowing. 

With viands choice and flowing wine, 
A human soul ensnaring, 

Till round him close tlie fetters twine, 
For ever after wearing. 

Doubts of a Gcd unto the mind, 
With double sense suggesting, 

Until the intellect is blind, 
The heart's instincts arresting. 

Still one by one, and by degrees, 
Against convictions warring, 

Until the heart's worm ciurents freeze, 
And all is cold and barren. 

July, 1808. 
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fines. 



I LOVE the laughter of a child ; 

Clear as a bell it ringeth ; 
Harmonious, unrestrained, and wild^ 

Joy to my heart it bringeth. 

As water from the rock doth gush, 
Fresh from the heart it springeth ; 

Clear as the notes of lark or thrush, 
When in the spring it singeth. 

No jarring note of sinful scorn 
Doth with its laughter mingle ; 

Of innocence and gladness bom, 
That music sweet and single. 

Sweet as the murmiu* of the sea, 
When on the shore 'tis spending ; 

Oh ! that my mirth like this may be,. 
No note of malice blending. 

joir, 1U8. 
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Fear not that 111 forget thee ; 

Let every doubt depart ; 
For ever I have set thee 

A jewel in my heart. 
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Tis not that ootiscienoe binds me 

By matnnionial oath, 
Or of its breach reminds me — 

To be reminded — ^loth. 

No ; had not love consented, 
I ne'er would haye been boimd ; 

But it did say " Contented," 
With no imsteady sound. 

The oath then was a token 
Of what was there before, 

And stilil remains imbroken. 
The promise which I swore. 

Doubts, then, discard for ever. 
And let thine heart believe 

That time can never sever. 
The chain which love did weave. 

Hsrdi, 1867. 



Draw the sword, England, tempered and shining ; 

Draw the sword, England, from its sheath forth ; 
Peace to the Slave and the Moslem resigning, 

Gather your Sons from the West and the North. 

Draw the sword, England, France is preparing 
Ships to assail thee, and weapons to wound ; 

Come, man thy ships, and defences repairing, 
Eeady be thou, like an instrument timed, 
c 
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Draw the sword, England, keeping it by thee, 
But do not strike, till the first blow is given ; 

Then in his pride when thy foe shall defy thee. 
Strike like the bolt as it flashes from heaven. 

Draw the sword, England, freedom is pining 
As the tree pineth when shut from the light ; 

Draw the sword, England, and be resigning 
Peace, for the triumph of truth and of right 

Draw the sword, England, but be not shrinking 

Duties thou owest, thou canst not resign ; 
Blood, as the rain, let thy weapon be drinking, 
Till thy flag waves o'er the Danube and Ehine. 
Geptember, 1858. 



Take down your lute, love, from the wall, . 

And when its wires are strung, 
Then in your song the days recall, 

When you and I were young. 

When life was like a summer mom, 

And all aroimd was gay, 
Ere yet our feet a path had worn 

Upon life's dusty way. 

The memory of that pleasant time^ 

As fancy back doth gaze. 
Is like the distant Sabbath chime,. 

On sunny simimer days. 
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Tour song renews those happy da js, 
Benews their lore to me, 

And as the lute your hand obeys, 
Again I seem to see. 

August, 1868L 



Oh 1 Judah, from thy country rent. 
Again thy scattered tribes shall see 

Their land, in faith when they hare bent 
To Christ the penitential knee. 

Bent from thy country for a time, 
Till God his purposes have wrought, 

Then shalt thou come from every clime 
Whither his hand thy tribes had brought 

From India's plains, from Nubia*s sands. 
And from the fair Pacific isles, 

Where, girded by the coral strands. 
Through exery month the summer smiles. 

From North and South, and East and West, 
On Jordan's banks thy tribes shall meet — 

In Syria's peaceful valleys rest. 
There feed their flocks in pastures sweet. 

Then God thy language shall restore, 
Before confounded for thy sin ; 

And thou shalt hold, from shore to shore, 
The lands thy Fathers once did win. 

August, 1868. 

c2 
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f Ps8 IlijKpigale iim |[tr ^mti Illness. 



I. 

We did not know thou wast so dear 

Until thy trial came ; 
Then sounded low in eVery ear 

The echo of thy name. 

11. 

Twas syllabled by every tongue, 

At early mom and late ; 
While on the wires suspended hung, 

A breathless nation's fate. 

III. 

While flew the arrows thick and fast, 
Death from his quiver drew, 

He placed upon the string at last, 
And aimed a dart at you. 

IV. 

Less for yourself the wound you felt. 
Less for yourself than those, 

Eor whom your tender heart did melt, 
And long their wounds to close. 

V. 

Her hand and seal hath England set 
Against your name to day; 

For England oweth you a debt 
She never can repay. 
Jannary, 1856. 
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NoYAAi's woimd is still unhealed, 
It*s orimson stain is unanealed ; 
Sardinia smarts beneath the blow, 
And bums t* avenge it on her foe. 

As when with thunder-clouds *tis dark, 
With bated breath we wait the spark. 
The pen^up fire which shall set free, 
And fling its flame o*er land and sea. 

Tis thus on the Lombardian plains, 
O'er which the Austrian CsBsar reigns ; 
But o'er unwilling lieges reigns, 
And thus the name of King profanes. 

When Gaul's fierce hosts cross Simplon's height, 
And with the Hedmontese unite. 
Shall Austria's legions stay their course. 
As on they sweep with blended force. 

On ; till they reach fair Milan's town, 
'Twill be a gem in Albert's crown ; 
When Milan to his swords shall yield, 
'Twill well avenge Kovaii's field. 

Should gallant Albert's banners win, 
His lieges will be all akin, 
In blood, in tongue, in thought, in heart; 
And who will dare again to part 
Jamiary, 1869. 
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'Tis always so, the loudest tongues 

Have sway within a crowd ; 
By men of adamantine lungs 

The multitude are bowed. 

He who upon the mob relies, 

And its capricious will, 
Well knows the use of flatteries, 

Its appetite to fill. 

Now of their glory doth he prate, 

To former times allied ; 
Appealing now unto their hate. 

And now unto their pride. 

Like one who plays upon the lute 

With consummated skill. 
The various notes his breath doth suit, 

E'en as the player will. 

*Tis thus with demagogues like Pierce, 

Within the Western sphere, 
Who stir their country's passions fierce, 

To aid their own career. 

They'd rush to war without remorse. 
And stain their hands with guilt ; 

Draw down the planets from their course- 
See blood in torrents spilt. 
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All this — and more than this — ^they'd do, 
Those daring, reckless men, 

Their term of office to renew, 
And hold the reins again. 

Forbid it, Britain, and the race 
Which sprang from British loins! 

Let not their names your choice disgrace, 
Their effigy, your coins. 

Strike not with parricidal hands — 
Such wounds will never close ; 

The world upon your friendship stands, 
Oh, nexer then be foes ! 

Jnie,l8M. 
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Bewabe, beware ! the chain is strong. 
But too much you may try it, 

Until it snappeth like a thong — 
When ne'er a^ain youTl tie it. 

Beware, beware ! you cannot reiga 
But by the force of reason ; 

If that great law you still profane. 
Beware the hand of treason ! 

Beware how England you malign. 
And make it slander's target ! 

Beneath your feet you'll spring a mine, 
With dire destruction charged. 
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Beware ! To England though allied. 
She will not be your minion ; 

Ab there are changes of the tide, 
So are there , of opinion. 

Beware ! A ripple — ^nothing more— 
Sheweth the current*s taming ; 

But when the rushing tide shall roar, 
'Twill be too late for learning. 

Beware, beware ! be wise in time, 
Or you will lose your winning ; 
With you an error is a crime 
The very worst of sinning. 
February, 1858. 



J loser. 



Fatheb ! unto Thy sovereign will. 

Oh, be it mine to bend ; 
Whether with joy my cup Thou fill, 

Or only sorrow send. 

As gating on the past I stand ; 

Through every changing lot, 
I see in all a Father's hand — 

A love which changeth not. 

Wilful, ungovernable, wild — 
A traitor, Lord, to Thee — 

A froward heart, wayward and wild. 
Thou still hast found in me. 
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But stdll, Oh, Lord ! Thy love forebore 

To blast the fruitless Yine ; 
But dew and showers instead didst pour, 

And mad'st Thy sun to shine. 

And now, I bless the love which gave— 

The love which pardoned too- 
Through Christ, whose blood alone can save, 
And fallen man renew. 

April, 1866. 



Gun and bayonet, ^ear and lance, 
Us dismay not, Prince of France. 
Are we cowaids, do you think ? 
Kussells, Howards, will they shrink ? 
Stanley, Gtraham, will they fail ? 
You may slay them ere they quail. 
Each a Briton, brave as steel, 
Downward smitten, ere they kneel ; 
Ere receding from the van, 
Theyll be bleeding to a man. 
In each manor — ^peasant, earl- 
England's banner will unfurl, 
Vengeance wreaking on the foe ; 
Many a beacon soon will glow 
On each headland by the sea, 
Till the red land redder be ; 
For the thistle, for the rose. 
Spears will bristle — ^keen to close ; 
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Gladly, taxing house and land, 
Eyeiy Saxon firm will stand ; 
For defending England's ground,. 
Gladly spending every pound ; 
Disregarding swelling words, 
Dangers warding with om swords ; 
Gim and bayonet, sword and lance,. 
Us dismay not. Prince of France. 
April, 1858. 



What though we suffer, 'tis our lot 

To suffer here below ; 
But willingly God woundeth not, 

For lore is in the blow. 

Oh, envy not their lot on earth 
To whom no thorn is given ; 

Suffering's their heritage at birth. 
Whose charter right is heaven. 

Bemember those who suffered, too. 
And bore the yoke and rod ; 

They suffered here awhile like you. 
And x)ow they rest with God. 

The wicked have their portion here. 
The righteous in the skies ; 

Let these the yoke then bravely bear. 
In yiew of such a prize. 
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He who hath reached the mountain'B height 

Forgets the toil and pain, 
And looketh \^ackward with delight 

O'er river, rock, and plain. 

So, when on Sion's hill we stand, 

And look upon the past. 
Well own that all hy God was planned. 

In love from first to last. 

April, 1858. 



Lord of the ohurch, in earth and heaven, 

Invisihle, and seen, 
Oh ! he to us this hlessing given — 

The peace of hearts serene ! 

Oh ! meet us in the sacred porch, 

Lord of the chiurch helow ; 
Lord of the true and living church. 

On us thy hlessing flow 1 

Oh ! Shepherd of the purchased fold, 
Thy blood whose ransom gave, 

Sheep of thy pasture, us, behold. 
Behold, and bless, and save ; 

Save from the enemy without — 
Save, too, from that within, 

A faithless, unbelieving heart, 
The spring of every sin ! 
lit Angntt, 1868. 
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Cease not to speak ! thy trumpet voice 

Is kindling many a heaxt, 
Is fixing many a wavering choiee, 

To join the Patriot's part. 

Cease not to speak ! nor censure heed — 

'Twere treason to, thy cause — 
Though with its lash thy feelings bleed; 

And care not for applause. 

Cease not to speak ! for soon the timd 

For acting will be come : 
Cease not to speak ! 'twould be a crime 

For Kossuth to be dumb. 

Cease not to speak ! to such as thou 

The world its freedom owes ; 
Then speak with an imdaimted brow, 

Regardless of thy foes. 

Cease not to speak ! for freedom owns 

In thee her pride and trust ; 
Cease not to speak, till tyrants* thrones 

Shall crumble into dust ! 

Cease not to speak ! thou could'st not waste 

Tliy breath in holier cause ; 
Ere girded round thy mailed waist, 

Thy hand its weapon draws. 
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Cease not to speaJc ! each word, as seed, 
Within our hearts takes root ; 

As yet it only time doth need, 
To bear its precious frtdt. 

Cease not to speak ! but bear the brunt; ' 

Of censure for a while, 
And meet it with a manly front, . 

And a contemptuous smile. 

Then speak, regardless of the frown. 
Which would thine accents check ; 

Speak on, and win the martyr's crown. 
If fortune be a vrreck ! 
Hay, 1866. 




Oh ! aU the depths he soimded 
Of that great ocean, Man ; 

The limits marked, which bounded, 
And sketched the mighty plan. 

Far, far, he flung his plummet, 
And all the soundings tried ; 

He measured every summit, 
Of passion and of pride. 

He stood, with foot imfailing, 

Beside the deep abyss ; 
Saw spirits on it sailing, 

Of evil and of bliss. 



Digitized by GoOglC 



46 



Compound of good and evil, 
He painted human life. 

And photographed the devil, 
In jealousy and strife. 

He stamped, in hues unquailing, 
The features of our race ; 

And some with darker shading 
His master hand did trace. 

The character of Woman, 
With wondrous skill he traced ; 

Nor made her more than human. 
Nor beneath human placed. 

The shading and the color, 
So skilfully combined, 

The effect was never fuller. 
Than what his art designed. 

His soul was like a mirror, 
Beflecting things around; 

Objects of love and terror 
Were in its circle found. 

The objects which were crowded 
Within that silver glass. 

The surface left imclouded. 
When they away did pass. 

AprD, 1858. 
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Ohbistian, fear not to die ! 

Death is the soul's translation 
Unto its home on high, 

Its final elevation. 

Christian, while here below, 
God has thy steps been leading ; 

And through thy clouds of woe, 
Has shewn a glimpse of Eden. 

Sweet glimpses through the rent 
Made in thy clouds of sorrow, 

For thy consoling sent, 
To dieer a dark to-morrow. 

Though with a levelled bow, 
And arrow from his quiver, 

Death comes not as a foe, 
But only to deliver. 



Oh ! then, away with fear, 
Death as a friend be hailing ; 

It comes, as clouds appear. 
Bright glory with it trailing. 

Hareh, 1808. 
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He fell not in the battle field, 
Struck down by sword or gun, 

But to disease bis life did yield, 
After tbe figbt was won ; 

Amidst tbe ecboes of tbe strife, 

He calmly yielded up bis life. 

Altbougb be fell not in tbe war. 

As Nelson did of old, 
Wben in tbe figbt of Trafalgar 

Tbe deadly bullet told : 
Deatb*s marble grasp be did not sbun — 
He died content witb Lucknow won. 

And England's daugbters long sball tell 

How be tbeir sisters saved, 
Wben on tbe rebel crew be fell. 

And every peril braved ; 
His name tbey'll treasure as a spell, 
And to tbeir sons tbe story tell. 

Fired witb tbe story, England's sons 

Sball hwm. to emulate 
Tbe courage wbicb no peril sbuns, 

Amidst misfortunes great. 
Repelling evil, as tbe oak 
Bepels tbe subtle ligbtning^s stroke. 
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No pillax needeth he of stone, 

No tablet lie of brass ; 
But by his name the hero known, 

To future times shall pass, — 
An evil omen to the foe, 
To us like beacon fire shall show. 

Supported by a faith sublime 
In God, which ever glowed; 

Duty's steep ladder did he climb. 
And nought to favour owed ; 

With his good blade to glory's seat, 

He cut a pathway for his feet. 

His work was done ! An age and more 

Preparing for the same, 
Keserved by providence in store. 

He made himself a name ; 
Fell where he fought, and where he won, 
** Immortal till his work was done ! " 

Felinuvr, 1858. 



ON LOVE. 



With you all the world is agreeing, 
(Whatever it may think of the rest,) 

That love in the chain of our being, 
Is the brightest of links, and the best. 

D 
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Without it, that chain it would never 
So long our existence uphold ; 

Oh no ! its strong links they would sever ; 
Held fast hy that strong one of gold. 

A star, through life's desert 'tis leading 
Our steps, till we come to the end ; 

Till safely we come unto Eden, 
Its sweet silver ray it will end. 

A hlossom trausplanted from Eden, 
A seed of the life-giving tree, 

On whose fruit man again shall be feeding, 
When Eden again he shall see. 

A bond ; oh ! the spirit it chaineth, 
When away every other is cast; 

A seal, its impression remaineth, 
The deepest, the longest, the last 

April, 186& 



'Tis not in her crown and garter 
That our coimtry's glory stands. 

But in the immortal charter, 
Won by noble British hands. 

This the common bond which bindeth 
England's peasant to the peer ; 

Of their rights, while it remindeth. 
Common to them both, and dear. 
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Pride beneath its tie relenteth, 
Anger melteth into love ; 

All the classes it cementeth, 
Those beneath to those above. 

From the oppressor this defending, 
Doth the taken pledge restore ; 

Him protecting, too, who, lending. 
For awhile his claim forbore. 

And refuses to deliver 
The poor alien to his foe ; 

Stands between them like a river. 
Broad and deep whose waters flow. 

Here the slave, whom hate pursuing, 
Finds a refuge for his life. 

And escapeth from the ruin 
Of the shackles or the knife. 

Vainly doth the tyrant threaten ; 

Vainly doth the tyrant plead ; 
Here our feet with firmness setting. 

On this rock well win or bleed. 

April, 18(f& 



%a Jl- 



What plummet line has ever guaged the sea, 
Telling its depth to those who sailed above ? 

So language faileth to express to thee 
The height, the depth, the measure of my love. 
d2 
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But though the sea*s depth line did never find, 
Deeper *tis thought, hecause its depth 's untold ; 

So, when in this, expression lags behind, 
Let faith a deeper meaning still imfold ; 

Until, when faucy has its plummet thrown, 
It registers its deepest guess alone. 

J11I7, 1867. 



Token of the coming spring, 
Bright and beautiful you are» 

As your gentle light you fling 
Round you like a morning star. 

First of all the early flowers, 
Fairest, brightest, sweetest, best 

Of the spring's returning hours ; 
Hope you kindle in the breast. 

Fair one, blossom whilst you may. 
Soon your place will be forgot ; 

When your silver leaves decay, 
And no sign shall mark the spot. 

AprU, 1859. 
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Nine from eternity, what doth remain ? 
8ome fewer links are wanting in the chain ; 
Its mighty length doth scarcely less appear — 
*Tis like a moment taken from the year ; . 
Or from the cloud-capt Alps a single sand, 
Or like a pebhle from the ocean's strand : 
Such small proportion bear the years gone by 
To the vast ftiture of eternity ; 
Small in proportion, infinite in weight, 
In their relation to a future state. 
The atom which we hold within the hand, 
Almost invisible — so small the sand — 
Yet to the mountain, as it soars on high 
Unto the crystal pillars of the sky. 
It bears affinity ; and swells the mass, 
As do eternity the hours which pass : 
That being so, be it thy present care 
For an eternal ftiture to prepare ; 
To fight with sin, and so thy strength invoke. 
As though a kingdom rested on each stroke ; 
Pleasinres resist which tempt thee to excess. 
And so thy future struggles shall be less ; 
For every victory which now we win, 
Makes easier our friture war with sin ; 
Christ's name thy banner, battle in the van, 
And cultivate good-will and love to Man ; 



Digitized by ' 



54 



Bend not to fashion, whose despotic power 
Begins and endeth with the present hour ; 
Fight the good fight, so win the promised crown, 
When God shall bid thee lay thy weapons down. 

Mftj, 1868. 




It wu ft poor shoemaker in a town in Scotland tmm whom the idea of 
Ragged Schodla was ilrst derired. He used to collect the poor chlldien into 
his cottage, and instruct them in a plain way. 

Blessed be the memory of him who first 
The chains of sin and ignorance did burst, 
And set the poor, degraded captives free ; 
For ever blessed his name and memory be. 

Gathering the ragged urchins in his cot, 
Teaching with fortitude to bear their lot ; 
Or by industrious arts to rise above, 
Kindling emotions, new with words of love. 

Vast was the change ! The marble block when hewed 
Not more unlike the same, by art renewed, 
Than these, contrasted with their former days — 
The little Ishmaels of the public ways. 

He from the streets, by kindly words, enticed, 
And, in his teaching, first began with Christ ; 
Taught them his history, how he lived and bled, 
And that for them his precious blood was ahed. 
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They heard ; they marvelled ; soon they learnt to read ; 
From sin and ignorance together freed ; 
Their habits changed, as serpents change their skin ; 
And light of mind, and conscience, too, did win. 

Blessed be his memory, the pioneer. 
With axe and spade who first began to clear 
The opposing mountain in salvation's road. 
And Sion's glories to the humblest showed. 
KoTember, 1857. 



Go forth, in Christ confiding, 

And in His promised grace ; 
Go, bear the gospel's tiding 

To Ham's neglected race : 
Where it was neyer spoken, 

That gospel now proclaim ; 
And, Jesu's help invoking, 

Teach sinners of his name. 

The gate for sinners open 

To Jesus, which shall lead. 
For which they have been groping. 

Oh, in their himger feed 
With the true bread of salvation, 

The manna from on high. 
At thine appointed station — 

And on thy Lord rely. 
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When thou with God doth wrestle, 

Oh, may He hear thee pray ! 
And guard from harm the vessel 

Which beareth thee away ; 
Bring it, all danger braving 

Of tempests and of seas. 
Unto its destined haven 

With gentle, prosperous breeze. 

Februaiy, 1858. 




Oh, 'tis not in the power of speech 
Our nature's deepest springs to reach ; 
But if it could, my verse would tell 
How much I love — ^how much — ^how well. 

Vain the attempt ; for when I try, 
Comes up each time the vessel dry ; 
Or charged with words at which I spurn, 
Because they neither breathe nor bimi. 

Where .Etna's fire beneath consumes, 
No plant of summer ever blooms ; 
If such the sunshine ever wooed. 
Buried beneath the lava flood. 

When speech is baffled, nature tries 
A clearer language in the eyes ; 
There shows the heart without disguise, 
Transparent as the summer skies. 
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There love doth eloquently plead. 
And Nature gives the key to read ; 
Before a single word is spoke, 
We wear the chains — ^we bear the yoke. 

NoTtmber, 1867. 



S;* f rarietta, 

OK HEB 18tb BIBTHDAT, 9th JUNE, 1856. 



It seems a dream — ^a vision wild, 
Since you were but a chubby child ; 
So fast the interval has flown. 
And now you are a woman grown. 

How much is crowded in these years 
Of joy and sorrows, smiles and tears ; 
A golden cup, whose bitter draught. 
With honey brimmed, my lips have quaffed. 

Like travellers who a hill have won, 
First, since their journey was begun, 
Besting upon some grassy sod. 
Oh, let us view the way we've trod. 

Thus, as I rest and look behind, 
Some pleasant spots my eyes do find — 
Spots which for ever green remain, 
Dotting the brown and parched plain. 
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Unmixed bliss is not for man — 

Sin crossed and marred the gracious plan ; 

God to His own a joy reveals, 

Which their's even here His spirit seals. 

Such joy, and such alone, be yoiu^, 
All others' transient as the flowers ; 
This, ever verdant, still remains, 
Like amaranth on the heavenly plains. 
January, 1856. 



Unto one another by weakness allied, 
By the strength of my Brother my weakness supplied ; 
The bond of our union thus weakness we find, 
Which, in gentle communion, miud bindeth to mind. 

My strength thus his strength is, on whom I do lean. 
And friendship at length is perfected between ; 
Then stand by each other — be generous, be brave — 
Nor brother let brother e'er try to enslave. 

For this were reversing the noble intent. 
And turns it to cursing — a blessing when meant ; 
Thus Jesus, our Maker, our Brother became — 
Of Sorrows Partaker, of sorrows and shame. 

Oh, then let us trample on titles of birth ! 
And Jesu*s example let's follow on earth ; 
Who will be rewarding with mansions above, 
Those who are regarding their brethren with love. 
Angoat, 1867. 
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Aboye his head the sod ; 

His soul is with his God ! 

No peril did he shun — 

He fought the fight, and won ; 

Showed what an Englishman 

By self-confidiug can ; 

His motto, still—" Go on," 

The hattle when he'd won ; 

His life and strength did spend 

Unflinching, to the end. 

What epitaph is fit 

On Havelock to be writ ? 

His name in eyery mouth, 

North, East, and West, and South ; 

For that unselfish soul 

The bell of mourning toll I 

Near Lucknow did he die ; 

In peace there let him lie ! 

like pyramid of stone. 

His name — his name, alone — 

And England's name and pride 

Are with that name allied ; 

Her fame and power shall rest 

Upon that clay cold breast ! 

To future times shall roll 

The fame of that great soul ; 

With Wellesley, and with GliTe» 

For fame his name shall strire. 
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Unenvious time awards 
To all their right rewards — 
Its best unto a few ; 
But he shall have his due. 
And when, above his head, 
A countryman shall tread, 
In sorrow let him tell — 
" Here noble Havelock fell !" 
January, 1858. 




I. 

Ere in the vale the sun itfi light displays. 
The moimtain tops attract the glorious rays ; 
From peak to peak its golden splendor leaps. 
And with a rosy hue the snow drift steeps. 

II. 

Thus heaven to earth doth lend its Sabbath light. 
And paints its glory on each mountain height ; 
Disperses like the dew the reign of sin. 
And light and gladness makes each bosom win. 

III. 

Whilst Nature's places still are wrapped in gloom, 
Hearts, heaven-aspiring, doth its light illume ; 
Eiadles affections which before had slept. 
And makes them weep for sin who never wept. 
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IV. 

Its brightness gladdened Eden's blissful bowers. 
Where Adam kept its consecrated hours ; 
Offering to God the sacrifice of praise, 
Sinless, upon the first of Sabbath days. 

V. 

Ordained by God a remedy for sin, 
Whilst Adam's heart was still all pure within ; 
God's everlasting providence it showed, 
The penalty for sin ere man had owed. 

VI. 

The debt was paid by Christ before twas due, 
For Adam stood in Christ when sin he knew ; 
Had not the atoning blood been then applied, 
Our Father in his trespass would have died. 

VI r. 

Oh, blessed Sabbath rest ! the sacred leaven, 
The fruit of Paradise, the bread of heaven ; 
Amidst the cares by which we are oppressed. 
The type and promise of an endless rest. 
February, 1855. 
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And shall we God's commandment then undo, 
And wound the many's conscience for the few ? 
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Class legislation every one decries, 
Not only as immoral, but unwise ; 
Because a partial good the act confers, 
And evil passions in the others stirs ; 
A partial Parent all alike condemn. 
And partial Teachers who would copy them. 
And is the evil neutralised, because 
'Tis practised by the Men who make our laws ? 
Whence springs their power the nation's will to bind 
, But from the expressions of the nation's mind ? 
When that our Legislators fling behind, 
And to its clear expression dare be blind ; 
Summoned to judgment by the men who chose, 
And doomed their delegated power to lose ! 
Here is the check for every evil done. 
And here a speedy retribution's won ; 
Let England now this ready check apply 
To those her Sabbath rest who dare deny ; 
Call them to judgment at the Nation's bar, 
And let them know whose Ministers they are ; 
While on the law of liberty we rest. 
And aU may do as suits their consience best ; 
While to the temple's porch none are driven. 
And liberty of will to all is given, 
Let us beware how we the line transgress, 
And with a show of liberty oppress ; 
A people's genius in their customs shows, 
And even prejudice from habits grows ; 
The custom of the Sabbath we have known 
From times long prior to the Norman throne ; 
Nor can our Queen a better title show 
For the bright crown which girds her royal brow; 
From custom even abuses sanction gain, 
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And he who first disturbs is thotight profane ; 
But how much more the Sabbath who repeals, 
And breaks its holy rest with Mammon's wheels ; 
The temple's carved work who rudely breaks, 
And firom its sacred fire the embers rakes ; 
Example's leaven at the head begins, 
The highest Sinner most intensely sins ; 
Because a larger circle he doth fill, 
And further thus the poison doth instil ; 
Strong is the social property in Man, 
Wearing the deepest color on the plan ; 
By imitation Man to Man transfers 
Habits, by which he goes aright or errs ; 
And when the greatest in the State offends, 
A tenfold weight his violation lends ; 
Sweet is the Sabbath to the Peasant's breast- 
Wearied with toil, he hails its coming rest ; 
Upon the Sabbath mom I love to see 
The swain, with trousers fastened at the knee ; 
The well-formed limb below the knee exposed. 
Over his breast his ample waistcoat closed ; 
Hands in his pockets, vacant on he strolls, 
And scarcely hears the church bell as it tolls ; 
The peasant's children follow in his wake ; 
His wife at home remains to boil and bake ; 
All neatly dressed in holiday attire, 
Onward they trudge, the Children and their Sire ; 
While they with smiles salute the friends they meet, 
With a " Good morrow," he his own doth greet ; 
Entering the Church, one hand smooths down his hair, 
While with the other he his hat doth bear ; 
Forward he bends with reverence for the place, 
And to relieve the pressure of his pace ; 
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Then in the oaken pew, all hlack with age, 

In the accustomed prayers he doth engage ; 

In the responses he the Clerk o'erleaps, 

And when the text is given, the Peasant sleeps ; 

Gall this who will, a dull and senseless round, 

Each like to each as echo to the sound ; 

But if it hrings the Feasant peace of mind, 

WiU tliey as much in all their pleasures find. 

When in the gilded rooms they gaily meet, 

And with an artificial gladness greet? 

Beligion's in the heart, some will assert — 

These forms and creeds but do it deadly hurt ; 

Except as its translation there is given. 

These but the steps by which we mount to heaven ; 

But if, without them, we the place can scale. 

At least as helps for us the forms do fail ; 

With men who scale the skies with so much ease,. 

With or without a ladder as they please ; 

*Tis not worth while the question to dispute 

Before such oracles — I would be mute ; 

But I am speaking to the common throng 

To whom such privilege doth not belong, 

Whose common feelings have a common root, 

Whose growth a common nourishment doth suit ; 

Their faith upon a common basis bidlt, 

Acknowledges hereditary guilt ; 

Let those who will the mystery assail. 

Their hearts confess a truth which aU bewail ; 

While they a lath and plaster structure build, 

And thick the colors lay with paint and gild ; 

He who the doctrines of the Bible own, 

Bepose our faith on God*s eternal throne ; 

His laws we read by light of common sense, 



Digitized by GoOglC 



65^ 

Nor like these Casuists, with theii* meaning fence. 

Obeying when a passion doth not sway, 

And when it does, the law they disobey ; 

Thus with no nice or subtle scruples Texed, 

Or they accept, or they reject the text 

The Sabbath, construed in the latter sense, 

From human obligation they dispense ; 

Referring its creation to the time, 

When Sinai's thunders shot their fires sublime — 

Its final termination to the day 

When Christ its obligation took away ; 

But Christ the purpose of the Sabbath showed 

And eased the conscience of it as a load ; 

That it for Man was instituted, showed, 

That from its use the richest blessings flowed ; 

A rest from toil, a foretaste of the skies, 

Our hopes it kindles for the heavenly prize ; 

An antidote to the primeval bane, 

A gift to Man for his immortal gain — 

Paid back as an instalment of the debt 

Which still he owes, howe'er he may forget ; 

Tlie earnest of a future Sabbath rest. 

Which shall not know the boimds of east and west ; 

When the earth's wheels at God's command shall stay. 

And we shall have an everlasting day ; 

When all shall bend to God's primeval plan, 

And Eden's bowers again shall bloom for man ; 

When earth's six thousand yeai's as brief shall seem. 

As is the memory of a summer's dream ; 

When Christ, conspicuous as the morning star. 

Through space shall drive His lightning-winged cai- ; 

Beside His rapid wheels His saints shall run, 

O'er Sin and death, their final triumph won; 
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When back to Paradise their armies led, 

For grief and anguish, bliss shall be instead ; 

His individuality unmarred, 

There shaD be seen the Prophet and the Bard ; 

With warmer fires Ezekiel shall glow ; 

From rapt Isaiali's lips his verse shall flow ; 

A brighter flame shall Milton's breast inspire — 

An Eden won — the subject of his lyre ; 

The conflict past, the dire temptation o'er, 

Satan shall leap the sacred fence no more ; 
His subtle type, no more the Serpent wear, 
Nor shall the trees forbidden apples bear ; 
No winter interval the year shall know. 
Amidst the golden fruit the bloom shall show ; 
Summer from Spring no boundary shall divide^ 
Each in the other lost, as tide in tide ; 
1'hen, as our glances on the past We fix. 
And in the memory crowding objects mix. 
Our Sabbath privileges we shall see, 
like the fair fruit of life's eternal tree ; 
Dimly foreshadowing to the Lord's oppressed^ 
The Sabbath of their everlasting rest. 
JannarT, 1855, 



TiOiiD, convicted at thy bar, 

Self-condemned I stand, and dumb ; 
Kifjhteous all thy judgments are, 

Though inexplicable some. 
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When the same I cannot read. 
Far too deep for human wit ; 

Let my faith their justice plead 
At thy footstool, whilo I sit. 

Oh \ thou Everlasting Cause, 
The Beginning and tlie End, 

When thy will my life withdraws^ 
Let me to the sentence bend. 

If the meanest thing on earth 
Dies at thine appointed hour,. 

l^redetermined ere its birth, 
By thine everlasting power — 

Let me look upon the tomb. 
When my final foe I face. 

As the birthplace and the womb 
Of eternal life and grace. 

Jaotury, 1865. 
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Honored name, which none assailcth ; 

Even envy's tongue is mute ; 
Every poisoned arrow faileth, 

YiThich against thee she dotli shoot. 

High thine honour : Science claims thee, 
And enrols thee on her page ; 

Better still, Religion names thee, 
As her hero and her sage. 

e2 
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*Midst the tombs of by-gone ages, 
Didst thou toil with endless zeal, 

And unfold earth's stony pages, 
And their characters reveal. 

'Midst the gloom thy hand was holding 

By religion as a clue ; 
And when scarce a ray beholding, 

Then thy grasp the fiimer grew. 

O'er the dust of ages bending, 
Deeply didst thou search for truth ; 

Not for nought thy manhood spending. 
Not for nought thy ruddy youth. 

Earth its stores to thee resigning, 
Many a precious thing did yield. 

Which, with heat intense repining, 
To the world thine art revealed. 

What though old beliefs o'ertuming. 
Thou didst level with the dust ; 

Truth's bright gem thy mind discerning. 
Thou didst sever from the crust. 

As the smoke of error melted. 
Hose sublime the form of truth, 

With a shining girdle belted, 
Eadient with the light of youth. 

Supplement to Revelation, 

Did thy genius bequeath ; 
Types of obsolete creation. 

Which no longer here did breathe. 
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Moses, 'midst his sacred pages, 
Left some yacant leaves entwined ; 

Smith alone, of all our sages, 
Filled, and with the rest did hind. 
Febraanr, 1854. 



(Bn t|}t gtalfe ijf fori fariringt. 



J o tliose who conquered at the Grecian games^ 
A laurel chapkt was the highest aim ; 

A gratefiil country registered their names, 
Which spurred their youth to emulate their fame. 

Ho did his duty well ;". this is the praise 
Which England to the highest merit gives ; 
The hope of this the most illustrious sways ; . 
It is the hreath hy which ambition lives. 

•* He did his duty well ;** when fell a gloom 
On England's spirit at her hero's death ; 

'I'hus spoke the pallid mourner at his tomb, 
Standing with looks depressed and hated breath. 

" He did his duty well in Greece's prime, 
More ardently they longed not for the bays. 

And to be sung in Pindar's verse sublime, 
'Hian England's chQdren for this simple praise. 

Ho did his duty well ;" o'er Hardinge's dust 
llutt simple strain again his country breathes ; 
And sighing o'er his monumental bust, 
The marble brow with laurel chaplet wreathes. 

Soptamber, 1854. 
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LiNOERiNo near her Saviour's grave, 
Bitterly she wept and sighed ; 

But within that rocky cave 
He no longer did abide. 

Ere the cock's shrill matin pealed, ' 

Jesus from the dust arose ; 
Then the hitter stream was healed 

Which from sin's dark fountain flows. 

She approached the open door, 
Tremblingly did gaze around ; 

Looked along the rocky floor — 
Breathless listened to each sound. 

But her Lord she did not find, 
Though his body long she sought ; 

Then she left with baffled mind, 
Pressed beneath a weight of thought. 

Woman, say whom dost thou seek 
In this solitary place ;" 
Thus a man to her did speak 
Gently, with averted face. 

" Oh ! they've borne my Lord away. 
My beloved from his grave ; 

Here I came at early day, 
And I found an empty cave." 
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" Mary !" soft as falling dew, 
Fell the sound upon her ear ; 

Swiftly to her Lord she flew, 
Full of tenderness and fear. 

Oh, to every trembling heart. 
May his voice as welcome be ; 

May each accent joy impart 
In its highest, best degree. 

April 7ih, 1853. 



f ints. 

Beloved, as the summers fade, 

And winters pass away, 
Up be our hope's fond treasures laid. 

Where there is no decay. 

Far, far above yon glittering bow. 
The portion of the blessed ; 

There is no certain place below 
Whereon oiu: foot can rest. 

But when the soul at last escapes 

From this its bond of clay, 
Like a good ship its course which shapes. 

Out seaward from the bay, 

The soul shall find — as once the dove, 
When wearied with its flight — 

Its final resting place above, 
In yonder realms of light. 
Febmary, 18M. 
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Again, again we met, 
And talked of days of yore, 

Whose golden suns are set, 
And never shall rise more. 

Tis pleasant to restore, 
With fancy's magic wand, 

Those happy days of yore, 
Of which we all are fond. 

With fluttering hearts we look 
Upon the fairy scene, 

The meadow and the hrook. 
The woods with verdure green. 

But some, for whom were dear 
The meadow and the brook, 

Alas ! we drop a tear. 
As for their forms we look. 

Their image still is there 
With whom each scene I trod, 

My childhood who didst share, 
And lead my mind to God. 

To fancy still they rise ; 

Those golden mornings yet, 
With clear unclouded skies, 

And suns which never set. 

Fabroarr, \05A, 
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Like stars, when winter reigneth. 
So shining and so cleax, 

When not a sun profaneth 
The purple atmosphere ; 

When round the pole star clustering 
So beautiful and bright, 

Like mighty armies mustering 
Their hosts before the light ; 

Like these your eyes are seeming, 
O children, in your mirth ! 

With fond emotions beaming, 
The fairest things on earth. 

The fairest things above us 

Those J as they nightly glow ; 
So thdiet the strongest move us, 
The fairest things below. 
September, 1858. 



fints. 



The sin of Adam every child 

Inherits at its birth, 
like dove, whose silver wings defiled. 

By contact with the earth. 
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As in the clear and crystal spring 
The stains of mire and clay, 

The stains upon its silver wing 
The dove doth wash away. 

The blood of Christ, sin's crimson stalu. 
Doth likewise wash away ; 

The blood of Christ for sinners slain 
Before creation's day. 

So when the unconscious infant dies, 

Unconscious of its stain, 
'Tis boi-ne by angels to the skies, 

Far, far from sin and pain. 

T^e little infants may we all 
Lose this our native stain, 

That when into the grave we fall. 
Our soiils with Christ may reign. 
Febnuury, 1864. 



Stff ^. C. 



I. 

Listen, dearest, listen, 
While my love I show ; 

If thine eye should glisten, 
If thy cheek should glow, 
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I need not be guessing 
What's the time of day, 

When thine eye's confessing 
What my tongue shall say. 

II. 

Seventeen years are over 

Since upon me first — 
Then a youthful rover — 

Thy fair image bui-st ; 
Though grey hairs be showing, 

Mixing witli the black, 
Still my love is flowing 

In its former track. 

III. 

'Still their music ringeth, 

In delightful tune, 
Back when memory bringejth 

Those sweet walks at noon ; 
When the skylark winging 

Up to heaven its flight, 
In full raptiure singing, 

Till 'twas out of sight. 

IV. 

Like the echoes falling 

Of the distant chimes, 
Back when fancy's calling 

Those delightful times, 
When we both were breasting . 

Life without alarm — 
When thy hand was resting 

On this faithful arm. 
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T. 

Sorrow though we've tasted, 

Mourning for the dead, 
Like the blossoms wasted 

Which the rose hath shed ; 
Still their inemory lasteth^ 

like the smell of flowers, 
Which the tempest casteth 

From the tree in showers.. 




As beneath the artist's skill 

Grows to fame the shapeless block — 
Lately quarried from the hill 

An unpolished, formless rock. 

As beneath his moulding art 
Is defined each living vein ; 

As at will he doth impart 
To the image joy or pain. 

Niebuhr, thus thy mind has wrought 
Midst the mines of Roman lore. 

And to harmony has brought 
All the shapeless forms they bpre. 

Stripping off the outward crust, 
Thou didst polish every vein — 

Didst efface the gathered dust 
Which, for ages, there had lain. 
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Breathed again the Boman kings, 
With the features once their own ; 

As the polished mirror flings 
Back the forms which on it shone. 

Forms, whose outline was destroyed, 
Did thy hand again restore ; 

And did rescue from the void 
Buried where they lay before. 

Men again as mortals breatlied, 
Gods and demi-gods no more — 

And the laurels time had wreatlied, 
Thy judicial sentence tore. 

IiCgends which the truth outgrew, 
Stripped of all their wanton size, 

Truth's proportions bore anew — 
Lopped away the grafted lies. 

The imspaiing weapon clove 
Every consecrated shrine ; 

Dared even that of Jove 
With presmnptuous design. 

As each slu*ine m ruins fell, 
Superetition loudly wailed, 

As she saw her broken spell, 

Whose enchanting power had failed. 

Jannary, 1^- 
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ipn for a ^Cp. 



I. 

Ou, hear my prayer I 

The little bird 
Doth own thy care, 

As I have heard. 

II. 

The flowers which grow 

In every field, 
Thy bounty know — 

With beauty sealed. 

III. 

The lilies pale, 

Which grow in Spring 
AVithin the vale, 

Thy bounty sing. 

IV. 

The trees which throw 
Their pleasant shade, 

By thee they grow 
In glen and glade. 

V. 

Thou dost adorn 
The blushing rose, 

Which from the thorn 
Its fragrance throws. 
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VI. 

Oil, teach my heart 
In all I see, 

Praise to impart, 
My God, to thee. 

VIT. 

Then like the flower. 
The herb, or tree, 

I'U praise thy power, 
Though small I be. 

June, 2S04. 




SiLENcL, Boaster, thou forgettest, 
What thy God has done for thee; 

Till thou givest as thou gettest, 
Boast not of thy charity. 

Showers receiving — drops thou givest, 
Orumbs from off thy table swept ; 

Self-esteemed when thou forgivest, 
Hast thou for thine own sins wept? 

In that spirit still be giving, 

In which Christ to thee hath given; 
Others* trespasses forgiving, 

As thine own he hath forgiven. 
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Then as back the cloud receiveth, 
That which it had given before, 

Every gift thy bounty leaveth, 
God shall to thy hand restore. 

Aagost, 1856. 



Hark the cuckoo ; summer's herald 
Warbles out its merry lay ; 

Seas and tempests it has perilled, 
To revisit us in May. 

Hark the cuckoo ; groves of spices, 
Balmy forests please no more ; 

No such pleasure here entices, 
To our tempest-beaten shore. 

Hark the cuckoo ; flowers are springing, 

Into sunshine at the call ; 
Hark the cuckoo ; echo's ringing, 

With the wild notes as they fall. 

Summer reveller, hither flying, 
O'er the meadows range at will ; 

Still the winter snow is lying, 
Undissolved on yonder hill. 

Welcome, welcome, fear not danger, 
Though the hailstones round thee pelt ; 

Welcome, welcome, feathered stranger. 
Soon the winter snow will melt. 

1856. 
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iStill to-morrow, still to-morrow, 
Doth amuse us with its tale ; 

From the future still we borrow, 
When our present joy doth fail. 

Ever aiming, ever aiming, 
Widely still the arrow goes ; 

For our failures fortune blaming. 
Soon again ambition glows. 

Always dreaming, always dreaming, 
Not unwillingly deceived. 

When again the meteor's gleaming, 
In whose light we have believed. 

Treasure wasting, treasure wasting, 
For a splendid, glittering cheat; 

Onward to our ruin hasting. 
Onward still with willing feet. 

Vain the warning, vain the warning, 
Death doth give, with levelled bow ; 

Still the admonition scorning, 
Laugh we at our ancient foe. 

On advancing, on advancing, 
Gomes the Monarch with his dart. 

With a burnished point and glancing, 
Aimed at the scoffer s heart 

September, 1855. 

V 
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For ever blessed we call, 
Midst victory's i)fflans loud, 

Triumphant who doth fall. 
Ere death his eyes doth shroud. 

Oft thus in robe of white, 
The Boraan Consul died. 

Within his army's sight, 
As " Victory" they cried. 

Thus in Trafalgar's bay. 
As war-clouds veiled the sun. 

Great Nelson stricken lay, 
As rang the latest gun. 

Corunna, need I tell, 

(Aht sad that day's retreat!) 
Where Moore death-stricken fell, 

As the last drum did beat. 

The glory and the pride. 
Of fame's illustrious roll. 

Though each in battle died. 
Yielding his noble soul. 

In learning s peaceful haunts. 
Amidst its sacred gloom. 

Where wisdom's lip descants, 
Snows many a Sage's tomb. 
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As Etna's fires do inar. 
Its upper form and show, 

A deep and blackened scar, 
Upon the mountain s brow. 

So bums the fire in these, 

With unremitting heat, 
Consuming by degrees, 

The intellectual seat. 

With Miller thus it wrought, 
Gonsuihing blood and brain ; 

The pent-up stores of thought 
Expression sought in vain. 

He won the laurel wreath ; 

Stood on the height of fame ; 
But as he looked beneath, 

The mountain glowed with fiance. 

A maddening impulse wrought 
Within his burning brain ; 

His hand its weapon caught. 
And snapped the vital chain. 

Oh, ye who eat and drink, 
And bask in fortune's smile, 

Whose spirits never sink, 
Do not the deed revile. 

Upon your level way. 

No stumbling-block ye meet ; 
All sunshine is yoiu- day. 

At nights your slumbers sweet. 
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I do not say " forgive 

With grief profoundest, sad, 

A righteous verdict give — 
Oh! find that he was mad. 

Januar)-, 1857. 



fines. 



Ambition fires not me ; 

I know 'tis false and lying ; 
like meteor on the sea, 

Which from pursuit is flying. 

If heavenly joys I seek, 

And earthly ones no longer, . 
'Tis not that will is weak, 

But that my faith is stronger. 

The meteor in thie sky, 

With golden splendour flashes ; 
But as its colors die, 

It falls to earth in ashes. 

Buch is ambition's flight ; 

Not 80 the path of duty ; 
But like the silver light 

Of planets in their beauty. 

Withm the faithful soul 
A true ambition gloweth. 

As onwards to its goal 
With light serene it goeth. 
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The setting sun its crimson lustre showed, 

And with its level rays the desert glowed ; 

Xike fieiy particles the sands did gleam, 

And caught the image of the solar beam ; 

The heat reflecting, adding too its own, 

Till every sand with meteor' brightness shone ; 

With noiseless motion save the tinkling bell, 

Which from the forehead of tlie leader fell, 

A caravan appeared, and onward bore 

Its living load, — ^besides the driver, four ; 

A woman, one, who watched with anxious eyes. 

And swelling breast, which scarce suppressed its sjgh3 ; 

A man, on pillows laid, who seemed asleep, 

But this her look belied, who watch did keep, 

Who every moment stooped to hear him breathe. 

And then a smile of hope her face did wreathe ; 

Then she would lay her hand upon his heart, 

Eecoiling back with a convulsiviB start. 

If to her touch it failed to reboimd, 

And then her own would beat with sudden sound. 

The other two, a female and a man. 

Both silent sat within the caravan. 

The sun had disappeared, but still its light, 

Lingered awhile and backward kept the night; 

Where sank the sun, the whole horizon blazed* 

And to the skies a fiery coliunn raised ; 

No sacrificial pile e'er flamed as bright 

As that imperial herald of the night ; 
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Kot e'en the one where Agamemnon stood, 

And offered up the expiating blood, . 

Although a thousand hoofs extended lay, 

Which with his hand the king of men did slay : 

But soon the crimson faded into blue. 

As night the folds of its dark mantle drew, 

And showed the stars like jewels bright and fwi, 

As one by one they pierced the upper air. 

As the shades deepened, deeper grew her care 

Who watched the dying man reposing there, 

In a deep slumber, almost deep as death, 

So still and imperceptible his breath : 

At last he moved — at least the watcher thought 

Her ear the echo of a movement caught ; 

Or was it but the evening breeze's swell. 

Or else the echo of the leader s bell ? 

*Twas as she fancied — ^he imelosed his eyes. 

And in succession heaved some deep-drawn sighs, 

Then spoke in whispers — " Since the dawn of thought, 

•* When by a mother s lips my youth was taught; 

'* When oft she opened on the Sabbath eves 

" The sacred book and turned the accustomed leave*. 

And read the wanderings of the chosen tribe, 
" How did mine ear the sacred tale imbibe ! 
*• Upon her lap the open book she placed, 
'* And showed the pictures which the volume gra«ed.; 
* One was of Moses as he came below, 
•* And round his head a crown of light did glow, 
♦* Two planed stones within his hands he bore, 
•* While shone with flame his countenance all o'et; 
" His hair fell on his neck in tresses white. 

And glanced his eyes with a mysterious light ; 
•* The earliest link in that mysterious chain. 
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Association forms ; my infant brain, 

Its inspiration from those pictures drew, 
•* As from the light the flower its native hue ; 

Fancy's young wings, ne'er wearied with their flighio 
''And often soared aloft to Sinai's height; 

It was my dream, as child, as youth, as man, 
** With mine own eyes its heights sublime to scan; 
** And now when seemed my wish about fulfilled, 
" My fond hope's disappointment God hath willed.; 

Amidst the burning sands my life calls back, 
** While travelling o'er his ancient people's tracks 
^* And now, dear partner of my life, adieu ! — 

Dear partner of this fatal joimiey too ! 

When safe returned unto thy native home, 

If haply here thy fancy sometimes roam, 
•* Wrapped with the desert, oh ! forget my dust, 
"And in a loving God repose thy trust ! 

Remember all the pleasures we have shared. 

And be not this thy least — that I'm prepared!** 
He said, and slept. Deep sobs the silence broke^ 
But not a single word the mourner spoke. 
The stars shone brightly in the purple cope. 
But quenched for ever was the widow's hope ! 



Wit Snffto |r0|r. 



Like a maiden, when she listens 
To the first fond word of love — 

In her eye the tear-drop glistens. 
And she flutters like a dove. 
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Fearing, doubting, low she s stooping,. 

Till the word again be said ; 
Thus, fair flower, thy head is drooping^ 

Till thy pearly treasure 's shed. 

O'er thy stem so fragile bending, 
As the snows around thee melt, 

Unto thee thy colour lending, 
As they gird thee like a belt. 

Even as she her doubts forgetteth. 
When her maiden's heart believes, 

So the noontide, when it setteth. 
Drinks the dew-drops from thy leaver. 

]fOv«mb«f , 1856. 



Silent as the falling snow. 
So the foot of time doth go ; 
Noiseless as a Fairy Sprite, 
Though a Giant in its might. 

As I watch the dying year. 
Sounds its knell so full and clear, 
Booming from the distant clock. 
Seems the sound my thoughts to moclc 

Seems the echo of its tone 
Like a dying creature's moan ; 
Floating on the listening sense, 
With an emphasis intense. 
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Now 'tis gone, all spent its breathy 
Stiffened by the irost of death ; 
Still, and motionless, and cold, 
Buried with the things of old. 

As I look upon the year, 
Lying lifeless on its bier, 
To the pi-esent all resigned. 
Let me call the past to mind. 

Months of mercy, days of grace. 
Doth my grateful heart retrace ; 
Eren the note of grief is heard. 
Like the night s melodious bird. 

Midst familiar soimds there swells 
One which grateful thoughts compels ; 
One which claims a homage due — 
Partner of my life, to you. 

Gladness to my heart it brings. 
Like the stream, which bubbling springs^ 
Which the Travellers stoop to taste, 
Midst the desert's barren waste. 

Linked with thee my mind doth trace 
Many a fair and lovely place, 
Hallowed in the shrine of thought, 
From the light fi-om thee, love, caught. 

All their beauty, all their grace, 
Was reflected from thy face ; 
That enshrined in my mind 
Scenes whose spell will ever bind. 
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Glens, and waterfalls, and streams. 
Where the glittering Iris gleams; 
Wicklow's beauties, Glendalough, 
Linked with Kathleen and her Woe. 

Glen of Downs, the Churches seveH, 
Desolate, but fair as heaven ; 
Roundwood, with its silent scene, 
Wooden Bridge, for ever green ; 

And the streams whose tides salute, 
And, united, forward shoot, 
Lost amidst the forests then, 
Which usinp that lovely glen. 

flowing under Wicklow's towei-s,* 
There its murmiu^ mark the hours ; 
Beating time with changeless key. 
On it floweth to the sea. 

Dear the scene which memory biings. 
Backward as its flight it wings ; 
Bright and vivid now they pass, 
Beproduced in fancy's glass. 

May the year whose months are run. 
Shed its light on that begun ; 
When the sands of this are spent. 
May it leave us hearts content 

* Ewl of Wicklow's Seat. 

Jtttt««ry, 1854. 
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On ! patiiot of Hungary! the hounds upon thy trail 
Were baJQled, when old England's cliffs thine eyes did 
gladly hail ; 

When o'er the sand the Atlantic laves, thy wearied foot 
did press, 

And thou didst kneel upon the shore, thy God, thy Gruide, 
to bless ! 

Oh ! since the day thou earnest here, great things hav* 
come to pass. 

And greater things shall happen yet, and blood shall 
flow, alas! 

Khali mingle in one stream, the blood of Britain and of 
Gaul, 

Krc from their blood-bespattered thrones the hated despots 
faU. 

Already has the work begun on Alma's bloody crest, 
Amidst whose rocky crimson peaks the vulture builds itB 
nest. 

And on the unburied carrion there doth feed with filthy maw. 
And with a voice as grim as death's above its prey doth caw. 

From Balaklava rose to heaven the victor's thiilling note. 
When Gaul and Britain, side by side, the reeling Russians 
smote; 

There fell the double eagle, all pierced through and through. 
And in its place the bird of France and England's banner 
flew. 
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<^ Carthago est delenda'* — Sebastopol must fall ! 
How can its ramparts long resist the Briton and the Gaul ? 
Then back unto the Arctic ring the barbarous tide shall rolU 
And win his former freedom back, the Groat and the Pole. 

Good times are coming back again, Descendant of the Hana; 
Thy plains again shall fertile grow beneath their summer 
suns ; 

A Cincinnatus to thy land, beneath thy gentle sway ; 
Laws which her sons themselves have made shall Hungary 
obey ! 
Jaanary, 185& 



As the ripe fruit we gather, and toil in the sun. 
Well think of the night when ovir labour is done, 
When with those we love best, we shall dance midst tha 
vines. 

And bless the full moon on our pastimes which shines. 

The groimd where we're toiling, oh, doubly tis blessed, 
*Tis sacred to labor, and sacred to rest ; 
These vines, whose rich clusters do reach to the soil, 
Look down on our pleasiu-es, and bless, too, oui* toil. 

Bear away those ripe clusters, the baskets run o'er 
With the wealth we have gathered, bring vessels for mor^ 
We'll toil till the light on the hills which we view, 
From golden, from golden, shall change into blue. 
September, 1856. 
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Oh ! is there a place which is fairer," I said, 
Than the beautiful landscape which lies at my feet. 
Where Nature her beauties hath lavishly shed, 
Where so much of grace and of grandeur do meet?** 

I stood on the top of a hill, as I spoke. 
To look on the lake and the valley beneath, 

And the whole of the landscape magnificent broke. 
Rock, river, and meadow, and mountain and heath. 

The church in the distance was bounding the view, 
Whilst o'er it ascended the mountain and wood, 

And the crest of the former did blend with the blue, 
Or in outline all broken its precipice stood. 

From that Gothic old tower as the eye did return. 
Alternately resting on cottage and hall, 

Fresh glimpses of loveliness it did discern, 
Till at last with delight on the lake it did falL 

Like a shield of bright silver its circle did show ; 

On its breast not a wave or a ripple did move ; 
The trees on its margin were mirrored below. 

With mountain, and meadow, and forest, and grove. 

Tries vainly the pen or the pencil to trace 
The pleasures amongst them my senses did share, 

AH around it was tinctured with beauty and grace, 
As a girdle is binding the waist of the fair. 
Jflnoary, ia^8. 
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ON HES 8th birthday, ftta MAT, 18;M» 



That sun is shining still. 

Which shone on Eden's bowers ; 
That moon her hours doth fill, 

Which led its evening hours; 
Still floweth time, with current free. 
Until it joins eternity. 

II. 

To Him, this earth who made — 
This mighty, cumhrous mass — 

And this thin air o'erlaid. 
Transparent as the glass ; 

The ages, since creation's day. 

Have like a shadow passed away. 

III. 

Before his quickening word, 
The world from nothing spoke ; 

Before an atom stirred — 
Ere light its prison broke ; 

Whate*er has happened since to meo^ 

Was known to His Almighty ken. 
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Tby being, child, wfts known. 

And in rehearsal came 
With Caesar's mighty throne— 

With Alexander s fame ; 
And ihou, whate*er the wise may think. 
In Nature's being wast a link. 

V. 

The cares thy mind which dim 

As vapours yon blue vault, 
Were all foreknown to him 

Whose judgments never halt; 
As Natiu'e passed before his view, 
Thy humble state his prescience knew, 

VI. 

Time flies with swifter speed, 

As on our years do roll ; 
As faster runs the steed 

When nearing to the goal ; 
And yet the nearer to the grave 
Tlie more for life our spirits crave, 

VII. 

All noiselessly have run 
Eight summers o'er the earth, 

Since the bright summer sun 
First shone upon thy birth ; 

Again that sun on thee has risen, 

And summoned Nature from her prison* 
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VIII. 

Sweet hope our childhood gilds 
With colours bright and fair, 

Then fancy bums and builds 
Its castles iu the air ; 

Such baseless fabrics I have built — 

Tis vain to warn — build too, thou wilt 

IX. 

In manhood's riper years 

'Tis sweet to look behind, 
And midst our fallen tears 

Some drops of joy to find — 
A brightness shed on life's dark hours, ' 
Like sunshine falling on the showers. 

X. 

Our trials are our sins. 

From these is Nature's wound ; 
The victory he wins 

Whose heart to grace is tuned, 
Though in the battle he may bleed, 
The crown is his — the victor's meed. 

XI. 

Though Satan thee assail, 
Though thick his arrows fly, 

Clad in the Christian mail. 
His rage thou shalt defy ; 

Thy faith shall quench each fiery dart 

His malice aimeth at thy heart. 
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XII. 

As waved the sword of flame 

To guard the immortal tree, 
So shall thy Sayiour*s name 

A weapon be to thee ; 
Which » in thy grasp, shall win the piize — 
A certain tide to the skies. 

,1864. 




Go, false one, go, take hack thy token ! 

Oh ! that I nerer had believed ; 
The heart which trusted thee is broken — 

A maiden's hope thou hast deceived. 

Deceiver ! know that pain and anguish 
Thy treachery has planted here ; 

But as in solitilde I languish, 
My pride shall smother every tear. 

Go ! with false Idandishments betraying, 
Mock others, as thou mockedst me ; 

Till loye at last thy bosom swaying. 
To thee shall unrequited be. 

Then, as her coldness thou dost ponder, 
And marvel at her maiden's pride, 

If back thy thoughts may chance to wander. 
And witli mine image be allied, 

G 
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Oh, then revenge, all imrelenting, 

Shall scourge thine heart with double thong; 
An unrequited love tormenting, 

And a poor trusting maiden's wrong* 
^«nt. 186S. 



In the sultry noontide hour, 
A fair maiden left her bower, 
Seeking where a fountain played. 
In the forest's deepest shade, 
l^ere its constant tide had worn, 
In the rock ^ crystal urn ; 
All around the willows gprow, 
Like a screen their branches show. 

Near the spot the maiden stopped, 
On the ground her mantle dropped. 
Oast an anidous glance around, 
Listened to each passing sound; 
Trembling like a startled fawn, 
Then unloosed her vest of lawn ; 
When her clothes she'd laid aside, 
Leaped into the silver tide. 

As her hands at every stroke, 
The fair mirror's crystal broke ; 
As her auburn tresses streamed, 
I^ot mere beauteous Dian seemed, 
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When emerging from her grot, 
She too hathed in such a spot, 
When the Stranger stood amazed, 
With the sight on which he gazed. 

LoTelj as Aphrodite 
Bising from the Cyprian sea, 
Thus in naked majesty, 
Unahashed she stood, and free ; 
For between her and the sky 
There was not a human eye ; 
And before her God she stood, 
Shameless in her maidenhood. 
NoT«mb«r, 18M. 



ffnes. 



In the universe of mind 

Bank and riches are unknown ; 
Here, the monarch of his kind 

Bules by intellect alone. 

Birth no badge of merit yields ; 

Monarchs spring from beggars' loins ; 
Here, no Prince the sceptre wields 

Stamped upon his country's coins. 

Every day with kings we meet — 
Uncrowned monarchs of the earth — 

Meet them daily in the street, 
Though but beggars in their birth. 
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Who, by mind, his fellows leads, 
Is a monarch of his race, 

Whether at the bar he pleads, 
Or talks at the market place. 

The black beaver which he wears. 
Is more noble on his brow 

Than the crown a monarch bears, 
Set with jewels — ^row on row. 

In the empire of the mind 
Oh! ft kmg I'd rather be, 

Than a jewelled garter bind 
On a favoured subject's knee. 
December, 185H. 



Imitation of 



Ah, Chloe, spare those nimble feet, 
My presence why be shunning ; 

Turn, then, my Chloe, I'll entreat 
Still faster to be running. 

Stay, Chloe, stay, you've nought to fear; . 

No lion is pursuing ; 
No wolf or tiger, love, is here — 

No savage brindled Bruin. 

Stay, Chloe, stay, and never fear ; 

So fast, pray, be not going ; 
I want to whisper in your ear 

A secret well worth knowing. 
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My pretty fawn, I've caught you now; 

My hand your waist's embracing ; 
Upon those lips to seal my vow, 

My lips a kiss axe tracing. 

Korember, 18&& 




Oh, when my fragile bark doth drift 

Upon life's stormy sea; 
When unto. Thee mine eyes I lift, 

Ah ! then deliver me. 

A flowing tide, a prosperofos wind. 

If these my fortune be— 
Oh, give me a contented mind. 

From pride delivfer me. 

If wealth thou give, a generous mind 

With it my portion be ; 
Fronl arrogance unto niy mind 

Oh dtfll deliver me. 

If bread alone my labor give, 
And poor my lot should be ; 

Too blessed if in thy smiles I live — 
Oh, stall deliver me. 
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And when this feeble breath I yield— 
From mortal bondage free ; 

Oh, then, be thou my sun and shield-— 
In death deliver me. 
October, U»8. 




The old Olympic games reviire-i- 

The spirit first restore 
Which against Persia's hosts did strive,. 

And back to Asia bore. 

Heroes contended in the ring 

In those heroic days, 
And Pindar of their deeds did sing 

In his immortal lays. 

What voice now speaks from Marathon,. 

Or from Thermopylae, 
Where the old Grecian spirit won 

The rights of liberty? 

All's ffllent now, alas ! alas ! 

On that immortal plain ; 
And on that glorious mountain pass^ 

Where Sparta's sons were slain. 

And who that Salamis surveys 
Would think it was the same 

As that of those immortal days,. 
Save only in the name ? 
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Still do Wd see the plainfi and pass, 
Where fought the Spartan few; 

But green her name, like them, alas 1 
Who there their weapons drew—' 

Who there their weapons drew, and stood 

Like hunted stags at hay ; 
And for their country shed their blood 

On that immortal daj« 
October, ISSSL 



Hafft Christmas ! merry season— 
Scattered kinsmen drawing close 

Bound the warm hearths — anger ceasing, 
Where the log fire brightly glows. 

Happy Christmas ! hearts are beating 
High with hope, they know not why ; 

Sorrow for the moment cheating — 
Only gladness in the eye. 

Happy Christmas ! crystal glasses 
Mantle o'er with joy and wine ; 

Mirth around the table passes, 
Like the spark along the line. 

Happy Christmas ! tables groaning 
With their weight of noble fare ; 

For past abstinence atoning, 
Full abundance now we share. 
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Happy Christinas ! freely spendiil^— 
Freely spending of our stov^^ 

Empty may we not be sending 
Our poor brotiier from the door. 

. In one tree, we all are branches, 

Fed by the same sun and shower ; 
Pity sorrow's bleeding staunches, 
With a soVreign balm and })OW6r. 

Christmas, of this truth remind us — 
We the branches, Christ the vine ; 

Charity together binds us — 
Charity, that bond divine. 

December 38, 1868. 




To eat, to sleep, to drink. 
Such is the Atheist's hope. 
While standing on the slope 

To the eternal brink. 

As mariners of yore 
Steered by some rocky height, 
By day ; the stars, by jiight ; 

Nor ventured far from ahore : * 

So these, by all they see. 
Earth's narrow limits hem — 
Bough tides they never stem, 

Nor venture out to sea. 
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Only the "visible, 
Which on their senses press, 
Their intellects confess — 

Denying heaven and hell. 

Unseating from His throne 
The God whom others trast ; 
God, in some fav'rite lust, 

The worship of their own. 

His naoie they would efface, 

And at His being rail ; 

Man in th' ascending scale 
Of beings, first, they place. 

JSnding where it beganr^ 
LoTe in a circle flows, 
Nor higher than it rose, 

IVith its fi^ object, man* 

Stained with our human tkis-; 

Still more defiled it grows, 

As on its current flows 
From where it first began. 

With such a frigid creed 

The heart's best fedisgs freeze ; 

As icebergs on the svas 
The yensers march impede. 

JPaith sees where sight is blind ; 
"Over the brink of earth. 
Beyond the moming^s birth, 
The place of rest doth find. 
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like Noah's dove, it bfinga 
The olive branch of peace^ 
Ab the wild waters cease». 

Upon its golden wings. 

Jannary, 1858. 



ON HEB 4th BIBTHDAT, 19th 8£PT£MB£B, ISM 



Two hundred weeks and eight, 
Dear Maggy, you have thriyen ; 

For which, by hearts elate, 
To God be glory given. 

I count your age by weeks, 
Because it soundeth more ; 

A smaller number speaks 
Your years, the number four. 

But great things have been done " 
Within that little space : 

Four times around the sun 
Has been our planet's race. 

Great battles have been won 
From foes, firm Mends before--*^ 

At Alma, Inkerman, 
And many places more. 
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Maj He, whose word controls 
All nature by his law — 

Stars, planets, human souls-^ 
Your soul to Jesus draw ; 

Your soul to Jesus draw, 
As earth unto the sun ; 
Then will you, without awe. 
Meet death when life is done, 
eptember, 1856. 



O ! FOB the good old times, when men their weapons car- 
ried, 

And standing well upon their guard, the blows expertly 
parried! 

Then for their liyes' defence, at least, practice and strength 
availed, 

And backward thrust the murderous knife, which e^se would 
have assailed. 

There's no such armour carried now ; they say* it is not 
lawful; 

Twould scare the ladies and the weak, who'd say that it 
was awful; 

Twould not avail, if double proof; 'tis antidotes we're 
needing. 

Not from without the danger lies — ^within our woimds are 
bleeding. 
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Not the assassin's steel we fear ; nor suffer we from riot ; 
Our foes are nearer home than these; we're poisoned by 
our diet 

If only simple food we eat, the simplest we are buying ; 
Bread, coffee, tea, they call them so ; but know that they 
are lying. 

Even if to temperance we swear, and a new leaf are turn- 
ing, 

Tis ten to one the substitute our liver will be burning. 
Better adhere to what we take — ^to rum, and gin, and whis- 
key. 

Than fly to ills we wot not of— we'll find them rather risky. 

m buy my cocoa in the nib, my coffee in the berry : 
From foreign places IH import my brandy and my sheny ; 
111 have a mill on my own land, my barley to be bruising ; 
Better be jack of all trades, than thus my health be losing. 
'3fovember/1866. 



%fs 

ON HKB BIBTHDAT, 12th SEPrEMBEB, IMfi. 



Two festivals we keep to^ay-^— 

It has a double worth. 
For which our hearts their joy du|>lay. 

Your marriage, and your birth. 

To-day, 'tis forty years and three, 
Since you your mother bore; 

And niaeteen, since along with me, 
You left your father's door. 



Digitized by GoOglC 



109. 



How strange that time should thus imit8 

Two things so far remote ; 
And on a single page should write 

What should on two be wrote ! 

Joy, joy be yours, firom virtue grown— 

Eeligion for its root ; 
That precious seed in childhood sown, 

Doth yield abundant fixiit. 

As with the blossoms of the rose 

Mingles the lily's hue ; 
Thus as each child your likeness shows, 

Be Christ's conspicuous too. 

Long, long may death delay its stroke ; 

And when it doth descend. 
Both Satan's and the body's yoke 

Its guttering edge shall rend. 
September, 1856. 



|ls to % Ifllits flf % ^JfettttioK ai Cfearlfs I. 



When upon that famous morning 
Charles did stand beside the block, 

'Twas to kings a solemn warning, 
Not their people's rights to mock. 

'Twas an error to be pardoned. 

If an error it could be. 
To remove a king so hai'dened 

In his course of perfidy. 
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History, wliich the actions weigketh, 
That a former age hath done, 

Pity for his death betrayeth— 
But for his dethronement, none. 

Though his sentence struck a terror 
To the consciences of kings ; 

Tet I think it was an err(»r, 
As confounding separate things. 

Charles's murder (as they styled it;, 
Neutralized the good intent ; 

England's soil his blood defiled, 
And its will to vengeance bent 

Thus the father's blood was winning 
Friends unto the exiled son ; 

And the first of his beginning 
Was the deed at Whitehall done. 

September, 1855. 



f itmt. 



Thou worshipper of liberty. 
Her image while thou kissest, 

Still is it like a barren tree, 
Whose fi:uit thou ever missest. 

•Tis like an idol made of wood. 
To which thy knee thou bendest ; 

For which thy best and noblest blood 
Contentedly thou spendest 
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Thou hast a faculty divine — 
The Greek's was not diviner ; 

like him, in truth's profoundest mine, 
A scientific miner. 

There working with unflagging zeal, 
Gold to the surface bringing ; 

Beneath its weight while thou dost reel— 
Thine own laudation singing. 

Beason and faith thou hast divorced, 

Before together married ; 
And reason, from its consort forced. 

Hast in thy bosom carried. 

But even as Helen was to Troy, 

A snare to its undoing ; 
80 thou, too, an adulterous joj 

Wast tasting to thy ruin. 

In God or man, without a creed, 
Thou'rt like a vessel drifting ; 

Before the tempest which doth speed. 
Its anchor broke in lifting. 

Buled by a Prince, whose will is law, 
Backed by his guards and Hctors ; 

No need to strike, they need but draw I 
That instant they are victors. 

For ever like the imtamed steed 

Against its lord rebelling. 
When from the curb its mouth is freed— 

like the wild torrent swelling. 
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A problem to the wisest mindr 
A mystery to the greatest ; 

Before .the nations and behind 
The foremost and the latest* 

October, 1855. 



f jof a Star. 



Faib star, beneath thy gentle ray 
My bark doth steer its silent way, 
And plough the tide, in hope to reach 
My native island's golden beach. 

As like a steed my vessel goes, 
And swiftly past the current flows; 
With quiet joy I sit and gaze 
Upon thy light, which round me plays. 

But should a shadow intervene, 
Fair star, my bark and thee between, 
The oloud which hides thee from my sight, 
Shall be instead of thy fair light ; 

Until thy light again appear. 
By which my bark shall better steer, 
Until my island home I reach. 
And haQ with joy its golden beach. 
19th Febraarj, 1860. 
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Like the moonbeams on the tide, 
Sorrow sheds its silver light, 

On their hearts who true abide, 
'Midst affliction's darkest night 

As its influence doth melt 
Every stem imruly thought, 

New affections then are felt, 
Or are into action brought. 

Bound the man a halo clings, 
Sorrow's sweet unpurchased boon ; 

E'en the shadows which he flings, 
Lost within the brightness soon. 

God will not our griefs forget. 

Though affliction seem our doom ; 
Though our hopes in darkness set, 
Like the daylight in the gloom, 
lit November, 1855. 



He is gone to his rest, and the vcace which once thiilled 
Through the temple of God, and his oracles told, 

By the fingers of death now its accents are stilled ; 
The voice of the shepherd is missed by his fold. 

H 
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He is gone to Ms rest ; in the desert he sleepeth, 
Entombed by the sands which .so lately he trod ; 

Tlie slrocco*s dread blast o'er his sepulchre sweepeth. 
But his soul is at rest in the presence of God. 

He is gone to his rest — ^to the temple above us, 
Whose pillars eternal by Jesus were laid — 

By him who with love everlasting did love us, 
And saved us from sorrow when sin had beti-ayed. 

He is gone to his rest ; where foil harmony reiguetJi — 
No discord distm-beth the joy of their notes ; 

No sorrow that temple of glory profaneth ; 
No vapour of sin on its atmosphere floats. 

He is gone to his rest/where their God is revealing 
His face to the chosen, who sought it below ; 

While their anthem of glory above us is pealing, 
With a flame as intense may our bosoms too glow. 

May, 1855. 



fines. 



Oft a voice doth to us whisper, 
Clear as matin bell or vesper — 
In perplexities deciding, 
And in difficulties guiding. 

In the night time oft 'tis speaking. 
Sleep when vainly we are seeking ; 
Tossed upon a midnight pillow, 
like a bark upon the billow. 
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Then that voice to the belieyer 
Whispers peace, allays his fear ; 
Fixes choice where choice was waning 
To the will its purpose chaining. 

Some do loudly boast their freedom, 
Who their birthright sell like Edom ; 
Sell it at his price to Satan — 
Freedom of the gospel hating. 

Ours the birthright they are losing — 
All a master must be choosing ; 
Gk)d or Satan, one or other — 
Christ our enemy or Brother. 

18S8. 



21st APRIL, 1858. 



A STRONG man went to swim ; 

As on the tide he rose. 
The waves did buffet him, 

And stunned him with their blows. 

They held hini like a web : 
" Help ! help !" he cried in rain ; 

The tide was on the ebb, 
White as a charger's mane. 
h2 
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The people on the shore, 

Their hands they waived, and cried ; 
The ocean back did roar. 

But not a voice replied. 

At last they launched the boat» 
And pushed it to the surge ; 

Their oars the billows smotef, 
And forward tried to urge. 

Twice baffled— twice again 
They plied their dripping omb, 

Those sturdy, stalwart men, 
Bound whom the oeean roais. 

" He's there !" the people cried, 
" Now pull, then, to the right !" 

Then fast their oars they plied — 
Ah, what a ghastly sight ! 

Their arms the Boatmen linked, 

And in the body drew ; 
But life was quite extinct, 

And stiflf the body grew. 

Still they their best had done— 
The life they could not save, 

But had the body won 
Back from a watery grave. 

Oh, life, a thing how frail I 

Upheld as by a thread ; 
Such things should make us qua^. 

Like ghosts around our bed ; 
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When such a sudden end 

Strikes each, as with a blow, 
And makes the stoutest bend 
In- terror of the foe. 
Bhyl,Aiigait,18A8. 




The haip which once sounded through Erin is still, 
The gush of whose music each valley did fill ; 
Its strings are all broken, its music is marred, 
And death now hath silenced the voice of the bard. 

Though dead, still he speaketh ; his voice it is heard, 
As sounds through the forest the voice of the bird — 
Its strain may be over the bird on the wing, 
But still through the forest the echoes do ring. 

So soundeth through Erin the voice of her bard, 
Though death's cold obstruction his accents hath marred ; 
Each scene which the landscape unfolds to the sight, 
With colours difiiised by his fancy so bright. 

I stood by the waters of deep Glendalough, 
Where Kathleen the lovely, the Saint overthrew; 
As the voice of the summer's breeze sighed through the 
vale. 

To fancy the echo, it seemed, of her wail. 
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To solitude sacred as Paradise fair, 
Avoca wast thou, when the poet was there ; 
Thy streams as they met like the silyer did shine, 
But now they are tinged with the hues of the mine. 

The treasures long hidden thy valley reveals, 
And silence is scared hy the crash of the wheel ; 
The colors of nature are huried below, 
And blasted and barren thy surface doth show. 

An Eden all wasted, which gladly I leave. 
And wander content midst the shadows of eve ; 
I fly far away from the faces of men, 
A shelter to seek midst the depths of the glen. 
Jaly, 1868. 



f ifrirpM fur tl^t Mr 

S6TH JULY, 1854. 



I. 

Lo ! the noble Scottish peasant 
Goes to battle for the Crescent ; 
Nothing else save glory mindeth, 
As his weapon on he bindeth — 
As his pretty sweetheart crieth, 
Perhaps his look his heart belieth^ 
When his gauntled hand he waiveth, 
As another kiss she craveth. 



Digitized by GoOglC 



119 



II. 

One by one as he retreateth, 
. Many a oheer the soldier greetethi w - 
Many a hand the beaver lifteth, 
Many a snow-white 'kerchief drifteth ; 
Many an eye with light is flashing, 
Whilst the falling oars are splashing ; 
Many a maiden's bosom heaveth, 
As each stroke the water cleaveth. 

riL ' 

When upon the plain of battle 
Weapons clash and cannons rattle ; 
When the foeman quarter craveth ; 
When the crimson banner wayeth ; 
When the brazen trumpet bray6th ; 
When the steed in answer iieigheth ; 
When the battlers medley blendeth 
With ithe shrieks the dying sendelh — 

IV. 

Then remember this our greeting 
To ye, from our shores retreating ; 
Waving hands and cheers recaJtiHg, 
And the tears which fast are falling ; 
Bosoihs kindling, maidens smiling ; 
Hope their sorrow's load beguiling; 
Thinking on their coimtry's favour, 
Then the bravest shall grow braver. 
July SMh, 1854. 
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Whilst Schoolmen loudly storm, 
And Tain distinctions draw, 

Seeking the taste to form 
By tracing beauty's law, 

Oh, let me shun that thorny field. 

To beauty's empire whilst I yield. 

The infant from the skies 

Brings images of lore, 
And in a mother's eyes 

Sees what he saw above — 
Sees in her glance, feels in her kiss. 
The light of heayen, the taste of bliss. 

Eternal nature glows 

With beauty from Ihe mind ; 
The heart its fulness throws — 

Its graceful tendrils wind 
Around the forms we love to praise. 
Which still with borrowed glory blaze. 

The cheerful spirit lends 
Its brightness to the scene ; 

The joy within us blends 
With which our eyes have seen. 

As with a magic wand we raise 

The subject of our ardent lays. 
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In vain the sun is bright — 

In Tain the fields are gxeen — 
In vain the moon at night 

Sheddeth her silver sheen ; 
From hearts opaqued with shades of woe. 
Nothing bat gloom doth ever flow. 

As from the ontwaid raj, 

The plant its hue reoeiyesi 
So doth the odlor stay 

Whioh joy or sorrow weaves ; 
And nature clothes with shade or light. 
With beauteous beams, or clouds of night. 



|n <gff)r is 0sr |iv$t. 



With God for our help, love, 

With Christ for our stay, 
The darkness shall shine, love, 

As brightly as day ; 
The tempest whioh rendeth 

The pride of the trees. 
The sapling but bendeth, 

Which riseth with ease. 
Oh, thus may it^be, love, 

When God doth chastise ; 
Though heavy the strokes, love^ 

Oh, do not despise ; 
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His coming he hastens 

To meet his elect ; 
He loves whom he chastens — 

So sorrow expect ; 
For those whom he broiseth 

Are heirs of his love ; 
The seed whom he chooseth 

For glory above ; 
Baptized by his spirit 

Their Saviour shall own, 
When come to inherit 

The earth for his throne. 
Amidst that bright throng, love. 

O may'st thou be found, 
And join in the song, love, 

Through space which shall sound. 



ON REB 7tb birthday^ MAT 5th, 1863. 



The flowers they are springing, 

Up, up, love, and see ; 
The birds they are singing 

A welcome to. thee ; 
The air it is laden « 

With balm from the lea 
And joy is pervading 

The bird and the bee ; 
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Dear maiden, then waken, 
Thy slumbers forsake, . 
Enough thou hast taken, 
Now Nature's awake ; 
In valley, on mountain, 

To life she has sprung, 
By river and foimtain 

Her music is simg ; 
Her jewels do glisten 

On herb, and on tree, 
O waken and listen ! 

She singeth to thee ; 
"Seven years just completed^ 

Thy eighth is begim ; 
How fast have they fleeted I 

How swiftly they've run ! 
Though much, love, of sorrow, 

Our cup it hath filled. 
The dawn of to-morrow 

Fair hope, love, shall gild ; 
The clouds may be dark, love, 

But faith shall illume. 
And shine like a star, love, 

Above the dark tomb. 



Then settling for a spring, 
Upon that fragile link. 

With sudden boimd I fling 
Myself upon the brink ; 
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As when the gloom of night 
Is driyen by the day, 

With slow and sullen flight, 
The eagle bore away; 

When looking down that steep, 
0*er which my feet had crossed. 

It seemed as though in sleep 
My fjEmcy stM was lost ; 

Time and etemily 
I felt were \eary n«ur. 

As lying by that tree, 
I looked down in fear. 

Snd NoTember, 1855. 



toiling % itiilrgt. 



With timid steps and slow. 
O'er the frail bridge I crept. 

While thundering fwr below, 
The moimtain riyer swept. 

It was a beechen trunk, 

Which swayed from side to side, 
Scarce in the edges sunk, 

O'er which my steps I plied. 
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Suspended o'er the flood, 

With weak and trembling knee, 
With dizzy brain I stood, 

Upon that narrow tree. 

As feajfdl still I dung. 

Before I reached the ground* 
0*er me the eagle hung, 

Or swept in oireles round. 

Its prey it seemed to scent. 
And touched me with its bUl ; 

Fast came my breath and went. 
My heart almost grew stU^ 



^v^ks vxits its liultr* 



Thouoh slowly rolls the day, 
And endless seems to some, 

A voice doth whisper—" Stay I 
Your hour will soon be come I " 

LoBg Etna's fires below 
Are burning ere they rise, 

And o'er the crater flow, 
Or shoot into the skies. 
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Long time a people's wrongs 
In sUence will be borne ; 

Then from a thousand tongues 
Flow words of hate and scorn. 

Thou type of all that's bad 
In thy degenerate line, 

Although in purple clad. 
Soon sackcloth shall be thine. 

Over a dungeon vaist, 
Thou gaoler with his keys. 

Where eyery one is cast 
Who doth thy will displease. 

More chains and fetters weave, 
Oh ! thou in foUy nursed ; 

Soon shall the surface heave, 
And ruin o'er thee burst. 

, 1866. 



Once on a time Britannia's daughters 
Welcomed peace upon the shore. 

As its echoes o'er the waters 
Blended with the cannon's roar. 
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Notes of triumph, loud as thunder, 
Heralded the peace they gained, 

When their fingers rent asunder 
Fetters which the world had chained. 

As those notes the wind was hearing, 

As upon the tide they ran, 
Every heart the joy was sharing, 

Swelled the hreast of every man. 

Bloody trophies though they earned. 
Solid was the peace they won ; 

Then with zeal our statesmen hurned^ 
Fiery as a tropic sun. 

Heroes England's fleets were leading ; 

Heroes, England's armies too ; 
At Trafalgar Nelson hleeding, 

Wellealey won at Waterloo. 

England's antient glory waneth — 
To the past it doth helong : 

Not a hero now remaineth, 
Save amongst the common throng. 

TlierCy thy pilots, England, choosing. 
To their hands the helm commit ; 

And the nohle-hom refusing — 
For such mighty work unfit. 

1856. 
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God bless thee for thy love to me, 

The sacrifice thou makest 
Of all the world doth offer thee, 

Which thou for me forsakest ! 

God bless thee for thy patience, love. 
Which thou to me displayest ; 

No look, no sign of anger, loye, 
To me thou e'er betrayest! 

God bless thee for thy merry heart — 

A boon of nature's giving. 
Where, as in some fair crystal stream, 

The fairest things are liying ! 

God bless thee for thy sympathy. 
When sorroVs shadows stealing. 

As when that crystal river's breast 
A cloud's dark fonn's revealing ! 

God bless thee for that blessed hope. 
At faith's deep fount beginning, 

Which thou hast cherished in my heart — 
The best defence from sinning ! 

God bless thee when thou prayest, love ; 

Give all that thou desirest; 
Give the same happiness to thee. 

Which thou in all inspireth ! 
NoTember, 1856. 
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Poland, till thy name be blotted 
From the European chart, 

Vain their malice who have plotted 
Poland's end with wicked heart. 

Warsaw's spoil and Cracow's plunder, 
Where the gems thy spoilers shared 

When thy crown was cleft asunder; 
But the wrong shall be repaired. 

Time, which every thing effaces, 
Ne'er shall wa^ away that blot; 

The escutcheon it disgraces 
Of thy Tyrants — ^tremble not. 

One proud spoiler has been smitten ; 

From the blow the giant reels ; 
In thyself confide and Britain — 

None in vain to her appeals. 

Bide thy time ! When ocean's flowing, 
Its increase we scarcely see ; 

So the sentiment is growing 
Which shall arm the world for thee. 

Not impatient ; still be waiting ; 

And impute to those a crime, 
Who, the day anticipating, 

Dare to strike before the time. 

April, 185«. 

I 
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I. 

Once within the Chersonese 
Dwelt the champion of Greece — 
Noble, great, Miltiades. 

II. 

Lo! at Salamis he fought. 
Noble deeds of daring wrought— 
Great in action, great in thought. 

III. 

Like a barren, empty field, 
Ages it has ceased to yield- 
Fame, hermetically sealed. 

IV. 

Summer suns and teeming akiea 
Now no longer fertilize- 
Like a wilderness it lies. 

T. 

From the East, erst swept the blast 
Which athwart its meadows passed, 
Faded then its glory fast 

VI. 

From the North the blight now sweeps, 
Wbose mildew its meadows steeps, 
Which no freebom rustic reaps. 
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VII. 

Now within the Chersonese, 
Fighting for the rights of peace, 
Armed warriors — ^who are these ? 

VIII. 

England's standard there, and Gatd's, 
From its mast all loosely falls, 
And the Muscovite appals. 

IX. 

England's lion, Gallia's bird, 
By the gentle wind is stirred. 
And their blended shouts axe heard. 

X. 

Russia's double eagle flies 
Fluttering in the sunny skies ; 
Hark! its terror-stricken cries ! 

XI. 

Lo ! the Crescent pale and white 
Doth its silver horn unite 
With a common foe to fight. 

XII. 

Cross and Crescent now allies — 
Union to one standard ties — 
Battling both for freedom's prize ! 

XIII. 

Common perils do they share, 
And the brunt of battle bear; 
Greatly do, and greatly dare. 

1 2 
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I. 

England ! bonny England, the Island of the free. 
There is no land like England, all circled by the sea ; 
Though distant far firom other lands, yet strangers cross 
the brine. 

And come to bonny England, whose white cliffs far off 
shine. 

II. 

O England ! bonny England, the exile's happy home. 
Thy peaceful havens lure his bark across the ocean's foam ; 
Though seem thy rocks and mountain cliffs strangers away 
to warn. 

Yet those who hither come in peace those frowning looks 
may scorn. 

III. 

O England ! bonny England, no women half so fair 
As thy fair daughters, whose free steps thy happy soil doth 
bear; 

Within their eyes a sense of pride and gentle sweetness 
blends. 

With keener blow than Cupid's shaft this glance the bosom 

IV. 

O England ! bonny England, thy harvest never fails ; 
But plenty crown thy mountain sides, and all thy lovely 
vales ; 

Behind his plough the peasant walks as tuneful as a bird, 
And as she trudges blithe along the maiden's song is heard. 
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V. 

O England ! bonny England, around the cottage fire 
A sentiment of liberty each bosom doth inspire ; 
A better tie than terror binds the peasant and the peer ; 
Though far asunder in their ranks, yet kindness brings 
them near. 

VI. 

O England ! bonny England, inclement though thy skies. 

The changes of thy climate an Englishman defies ; 

The blast which strips thine oaks, and drives in clouds the 

summer's dust, 
Doth but invigorate thy sons, and make them more robust. 

VII. 

O England ! bonny England, thy gallant vessels ride 
On every sea within the world, on every river s tide ; 
From every quarter of the sky their goodly spoil they 
bring. 

And carry back thy wealth again, like birds upon the wing. 

July, 1850. 



Wit InstMion 0f % MMl^ "^tqtiml in its 



Upon an ancient law we stand, 
Coeval with the seas and land — 
When ceased creation's work, began 
The holy Sabbath rest for man. 
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When unto Sinai Fsrael drew, 
Its thunders witnessed to the Jew ; 
A law the Patriarchs knew of old, 
Eepuhlished as the thunders rolled. 

And as the statute did precede, 
So it survived that Hebrew creed ; 
Twas recognised by Christ, who broke 
From off our necks the Hebrew yoke. 

The day was changed, but still was given 
A seventh part of Man's time to heaven ; 
Creation finished — that began ; 
This with redemption won for man. 

Eternal as the moral code 
From which the heavenly precept flowed. 
Backward the sacred stream we trace, 
While man was in a state of grace. 

February, 18fi6. 



Three rivers united flow on to the shore. 
And meeting but once, they are parted no more ; 
Like lovers, by absence long parted, they meet, 
And mingling their waters exultingly greet 

Like hearts do they flow which together are twined. 
Cemented together in spirit and mind ; 
Where each to the other doth ever respond, 
Nor sorrow nor gladness can sever the bond. 
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By torrents in winter those streams may be swelled, 
But in the same channels their tides are compelled ; 
Though wasted in snmmer their waters, and dried, 
Each lends to the o&er the strength of its tide. 

Oh ! thus when misfortune true Mendship has tried, 
The union of spirits it cannot divide ; 
They're bound by a tie which misfortune defies, 
Which envy can't sever, however it tries. 

JolySAth, 1853. 



In heavenly strains, whilst angels sing. 

Oh, let our hearts adore ! 
Oh, let our hands free offerings bring. 

And grateful incense pour. 

And first to the Eternal Cause, 
The Great, Supreme, All-wise, 

From whom the world its being draws, 
Wlu>8e life our life supplies. 

Lit by a spark his word supplied. 

The sun its station found ; 
And stars and systems there abide 

Where he asaigns their bound. 

The silvery moonbeams nightly shine 

Within the azure field ; 
With them the stars their rays combine, 

And silent praises yield. 
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WMst to the Great, Eternal Sire 

Our praises high ascend, 
Our hearts consume with sacred fire. 

And low our bodies bend. 

For see the Man — ^the Man diyine— 

Melchisedec of peace ; 
Bom of th' illustrious Dayid's line. 

With whom that line did cease. 

A Man of sorrows ! mark him well ; 

See drops, ensanguined, flow 
From sorrow's deep exhaustless well. 

And furrows wear of woe. 

Haric to the cry which rends the heaven ! 

The burden of our guilt — 
See from his side, by weapon riven, 

life's precious fountain spilt. 

Sinner ! for thee those drops did flow ; 

For thee that cry did rise ; 
For thee he bore tiiat weight of woe. 

And bled in sacrifice. 

To us the blessed Spirit seals 
The fruits of that high deed. 

And to our searching minds reveals 
The lessons of that creed. 

Hail ! Father, Son, and Spirit, hail 1 
When sense is blind to see ; 

May love adore, and faith prevail, 
And doubts all distant be. 

September, 1857. 
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I. 

The winding lanes which trees o'ershade, 
The hedge a rampart on each side, 

With roses red and white o'erlaid, 
Bich perfume flinging far and wide. 

II. 

Te sloping fields, ye grassy knolls, 
The heds of many an ancient elm, 

Beside whose roots the river rolls. 
And often threatens to o*erwhelm. 

III. 

With sweet Acacia overgrown, 
Te rustic homesteads neat and white-' 

Happier than kings upon their throne, 
Where home the peasants come at night 

IV. 

Ye winding bays, where tempests ne*er 
Their pent-up fixry downward hurl ; 

A lovely calm your waters wear. 
Save when the breeze their glass doth curl. 

V. 

Te peaceful havens, where the skies. 
Reflected, show their azure light ; 

Where many a yacht at anchor lies 
Spread out to dry its canvas white. 
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VI. 

To him who loves to travel here 
Fresh beauties spring on every side ; 

The orchards white with bloom appear, 
And smoothly flows the ocean's tide. 

VII. 

Sharp and distinct against the skies, 
Amidst the opening of the trees, 
; The consecrated spire doth rise, 

Or ivied tower the sight doth please. 

VIII. 

Some hamlet, with its white-washed Inn, 
Where clingeth close the clustering vine. 

Perchance at noon his steps may win. 
And where to rest his thoughts incline. 

IX. 

Or rambling on at even-tide, 
He sees the homed moon arise ; 

One lone star, perhaps, at her side, 
Scarce obvious through the glowing skies. 

Or later, as those colours fade. 
And blend to one pervading blue. 

Then wear the woods a deeper shade, 
And falls aroimd the silvery dew. 

June, 1854. 
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God of mj life, whose breath bestowed 

The sacred fire within ; 
Oh ! hear my prayer, remove the load. 

The burden of my sin. 

A mother hears her infant's cry. 
And soothes its sobs away ; 

Thus in distress to Thee I fly — 
Oh, hear me, when I pray ! 

For Thou hast heard me in the past ; 

When loud the tempest raged, 
Thou wast my refuge from the blast — 

Thy voice my fears assuaged. 

And in the future I will trust 
Thjk hand and guiding rod. 

Nor fear the summons to the dust, 
Which calls me to my God. 

March, 1855. 



If knowledge be power, then let us beware 
Lest the people we rob of their right to a share ; 

If we longer withhold it, then ours be the sin. 
If like madmen they rise, and with violence win. 
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There's force of the body, there's power of the mind, 
While the latter hath eyesight, the former is blind ; 

If once set in motion, with nothing to check, 
'Twill work like an engine till all is a wreck. 

Into sects we are severed, and jealous of aught 
Which trenches on doctrine they leave us untaught ; 

Thus a camel we gorge at a gnat while we strain, 
And without education the people remain. 

Away with our jars ! about trifles we fight, 
Whom one faith and one hope should together unite ; 

Whilst the truths of the Bible are taught to our youth. 
Let all minor questions be merged in the truth. 

Whilst we rail, lo ! our enemy stands at the gates, 
And from quarrels internal our ruin awaits ; 

Then, brothers, shake hands, on our foe let us turn. 
His ruin instead, then, our eyes shall discern. 

May, 1856. 



ON HIS SPEECH ON THE WAR IN THE CRIMEA. 



I. 

Athens' great Statesmen, in her palmiest hour. 
Better could not her Heroes have extolled — 

Fallen in defence of her imperial power — 
Than you our Warriors' eulogy have told, 
In words whose magic every ear did hold, 

With eyes all fire, and with dilated chest. 
Like the inspired Tiresias of old, 
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As you did trace the assault on Alma's crest, 
And how the Bussians fled, hj British valor pi^ssed. 
II. 

Our hearts went with thee, Stanley, every man. 
As Balaklava's battle thou didst paint ; 

And the resistless charge of Inkermann, 
On whose red soil fell many a Warrior faint 
With loss of blood, and crimsoned with its taint. 

As this thou toldest, even the sternest wept. 
And could not hold his feelings in restraint ; 

His native pride emotion deep o'erleapt. 

The lava of thy words o'er every barrier swept. 

III. 

Oh, that thou couldst thy prejiidice discard — 
Thy love of Class, deep-rooted in thy mind — 

Then should'st thou win ambition's best reward. 
The love and honour of thy fellow kind, 
To which, too much thou art at present blind. 

With liberal sentiments thy mind recruit ; 
The spirit of the age be not behind, 

Which faded Toryism does not suit ; 

Be to the people just, or else be ever mute. 

IV. 

What though thou tracest to the Conqueror's days 

The ancient blood which floweth in thy veins ? 
What though the pen of history portrays 

Thy fathers' deeds on glorious battle-plains ? 

Nothing from these the name of Stanley gains. 
If they're unmatched by equal deeds of thine ; 

By their efi^gence dimmed, thy glory wanes, 
And with a feeble lustre still shall shine, 
Unless thyself achieve acts worthy of thy line. 
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V. 

For what is Creoy*s fame or Agincourt's ? 

The glory of those fields our Fathers shared ; 
Though history theirs recounts not— only yours ; 

Know that the fame we boast of is impaled, 

If what our fathers did we never dared; 
A Stanley should not lag behind his age — 

But old-world prejudices should discard ; 
Learn to subdue the feudal clansman's rage, 
And with more liberal thoughts a rigid creed assuage. 
Daoember, 1854. 



JULY, 1867. 



She only knew, and Grod, and none beside, 

If conscious innocence her strength supplied ; 

Or, if a practised stoicism served 

The accused maiden, and her cotirage nerved, 

As at the bar with open eye she stood, 

And cheek which showed the flushing, healthy blood ; 

With look which flashed defiance, as the word 

Of her accuser every bosom stirred, 

And moved intensely every heart, save hers ; 

As when the wind the forest's branches stirs 

One branch the tempest seemeth to resist. 

So that cahn woman every sentence missed ; 

As link by link unfolded in the chain 

Of the accusing evidence, no pain. 
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No strong emotion did her face display ; 
No sign of guilt or fear she did betray. 
Not so unmoyed was one spectator there, 
As she, on whom the eyes of aU did bear ; 
And yet, you could not gather firom her mien 
That she was not concerned in the scene ; 
But the expression of her raven eye 
Seemed to display a cold philosophy ; 
A keen attention to each changing phase. 
So cold and intellectual her gaze ; 
But as they read her letters, one by one. 
Within her eyes a strange expression shone ; 
Not guilt it showed, and scarcely shame it seemed. 
But from those eyes how many meanings gleamed ! 
As the denouement deep and deeper grew, 
And her accuser gathered up the clue. 
And seemed to triumph in the final plot, 
The cahn of those set features changed not ; 
Although her life hung on a single thread, 
She showed no sign of wavering or of dread ; 
But on her advocate a glance she threw, 
Which seemed to say, " My life depends on you !" 
Calmly he met the glance, and with a smile 
Maintained his cKent's courage all the while ; 
When down at last the opposing coimsel sate. 
Seemed his speech to fix the woman's fate 
To many there ; and as they left the place. 
They spoke with pity of the girl's disgrace : 
Already they behold the scaffold rise, 
And on her figure centred countless eyes ; 
See o'er her face the cap already drawn. 
Behold the fatal bolt at last withdrawn — 
Behold the whirling corpse, with nought to bear, 



Digitized by GoOglC 



144 



Before their swimming eyes dance in the air. 
At last her Counsel rose, and first besought 
The jury to dismiss each partial thought, 
And, without bias, his own statement hear — 
Truth was his object, and to make it clear ; 
He begged them to dismiss, with that intent. 
All prejudice ; keep their attention bent 
Upon the evidence, and that alone. 
And only reason's safe direction own ; 
All other pilotage he did discard. 
Justice his aim, his end, his sole reward ; 
Nor by her youth let them be prepossessed, 
(Blindfolded justice always judged the best), 
Nor let their hearts her grace or beauty win ; 
If she was guilty, these increased her sin. 
Then o'er the evidence her Counsel went, 
And on the whole minutely did comment ; 
The other's inferences flung aside 
From facts which to suspicion were allied. 
Showing they might apply to either side. 
Consistent with her guilt or innocence. 
And to restrict their wounded common sense ; 
Then with unsparing logic did he pass 
Over the adverse proofs, a tangled mass ; 
An expert analyst, unto the core 
Dissecting ; a new light his skill did pour 
Upon the trial ; showed that all was veiled 
In mystery dark, and that the proof had failed ; 
And since the written proof of what she'd done 
By the poor wretch's death could not be won, 
Because the evidence in that event 
Would fall to those who'd hinder such intent ; 
Th' administration of the law was theirs — 
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Justice he claimed, which e'en the beggar shares ; 
Then why not she whose cause 'twas his to plead, 
A cause more righteous none could ever need ? 
And if he failed, the fault was all his own — 
Bhe'd be acquitted at the judgment throne ; 
But they would all be guilty of her blood, 
When they at last at that tribunal stood. 

Joly, 1867. 



I SGOBN their contempt who despise me, 
For weaknesses nature bestows ; 

I bless their affection who prize me, 
For that by their favor which grows. 

Oh ! the world's but a shallow observer ; 

She looks on the surface of things, 
And to those who by flattery serve her, 

The best of her jewels she flings. 

With a hatred intense do I hate her. 
At her gifts and her smiles do I spurn ; 

Both to truth and to honour a traitor, 
When I stoop her base wages to earn. 

No, much although nature denied me, 
One blessing she left unto me, — 

On this above all do I pride me, 
The mind and the heart to be &-ee. 

K 
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This privilege always asserting, 

As well by my looks , as aloud, 
To those who their eyes are avertiiig, 

And passiBg me by in the crowd. 

Heed them not, oh ! my heart, but confiding 
In Him who thy nature did take ; 

Who, faithful, is always abiding, 
Ajxd ne'er will his servants forsake. 
April, im. 




Thb world I leave behind, 
Its favor and its frown. 

And tread, with haughty mind. 
Its proffered honors down. 

What care I, on the brink 

Of an eternal state, 
What it of me may think, 

Or if it love or hate ? 

Smiles it can coin at ^dll — 
It fawns on those it hates ; 

The draught which it doth fiU, 
Both poisons and elates. 

But God is my defence ; 

And when mine eyes are dim, 
And faileth life and sense, 

I will confide in Him ; 
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In God, who made and keeps 
This poor and feehle frame, 

In him who never sleeps — 
From age to age the same. 

Mftrob, 1857. 



"Why was I horn?" my spirit sighed 

Within its tenement ; 
" It was my will," a voice replied ; 

" Then hush thy discontent." 

" Alas ! alas ! I've often tried 

To soothe my murmurings so ; 
" But rehel Nature, in its pride, 
" Will not the plea aUow." 

" I'm hent and hurdened with my woe — 
" And grief must have a vent; 

" Oh I then a better reason show, 
" To hush my discontent ! " 

Then said the voice, " In silver set, 

" In silver, clay, or gold, 
** A jewel is a jewel yet, 

" Whatever setting hold." 

*' Heed not the face of those who frown ; 

" For when thy spirit's free ; 
" A jewel in thy Master's crown. 

" Thy risen life shall be." 

Maroh, lRfi7. 

k2 
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Show me, before his fellow men, whose bosom never quails* 
WTiose courage, based on self-respect, their word in vain 
assails ; 

like some huge rock beside the sea, defying tide and wind, 
(Jnhiut he stands, and imappalled, the master of his mind. 

Though in his habits he conform to the prevailing taste, 
Yet deems he not himself for that or honored or disgraced ; 
A gentleman by nature, by manners not the less — 
To social customs he conforms, in language and in dress. 

What though of humble sphere he be, tho' fortune never 
smile, 

Though poverty his portion be, his heritage the wlule ; 
Yet nature compensates for gifts which fortime hath denied. 
And stamps her image on the man — a lineage of pride. 

The public voice so many dread, he hears without dismay; 
Conscious of doing right, he fears not what the world may 
say; 

He Listens to the voice within, an echo from on high, 
God's word, the chart by which he steers his way unto the 
sky. 

Against that world's despotic sway his spirit doth rebel ; 
Its pride to him an empty show, or like a broken spell ; 
Its fashions changing like the scenes which move upon 
the stage ; 

Its prizes worthless, and its wrath the ranting actor's rage. 
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Although the world praise not his life, yet can it not despise ; 
The ohjects which it seeks are here^ but his axe ia the skies ; 
No wonder it dislikes the man who its approval spurns. 
And in whose heart, fired from above, a nobler passion bums. 
June, 1854. 



§1 Mtkm ta i\t §umh. 



You're welcome back, old England's sons, 

Who in her battles shared, 
And to the Bussian blades and guns 

Your noble bosoms bared. 

Many we miss, as on the strand 

We welcome you again ; 
Oh ! sadly thinned that gallant band. 

Of every fifty, ten. 

Your wives and sons, see, on the shore, 

Are come to welcome you, 
Who from this spot, two years and more. 

Did wave their sad adieu. 

Your gallant comrades on the plain. 

Who perished at your side. 
Have fallen, but oh I not in vain — 

Their countiy's boast and pride. 

Nobly they perished in defence 
Of freedom's hallowed cause-*- 

That bright perennial fountain, whence 
Flow just and equal laws. 
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Tlie charter with their blood they Ve sealed — 

The charter of our rights — 
At lakermann, at Alma's field, 

Where fame her beacon lights. 

Those, and full many a field beside, 

Where British valor fought, 
With blood from British veins is dyed-— 

With that dear ransom bought. 

A title to repose youVe earned, 

Yoiu' labours now ore done ; 
Pile up the faggots to be burned 

On each domestic stone. 

Augwi, ]8M. 



Love, my boat doth tarry. 
Since the break of day, 

You and me to carry 
To yon sunny bay. 

Down unto the waves, love. 
The green banks do slope ; 

There no tempest raves, love, 
Made for love and hope. 

Scar9e a willow bends, love, 
. In the summer air ; 

Lavish nature spends, love. 
All her treasures there. 
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Erery breeze which blows, loVe, 
Wafts its inoense there ; 

Scented with the rose, love. 
Is the mommg air. 

like a steed dehiying 
For a laggard knight, 

Here my boat is staying, 
Since the morning light. 

Septembar, 18M. 



Wit (^^$t at falifHalra* 



On they swept ! the torrent runneth, 
Not so swiMy, down the rock, 

When the ear its echo stunneth. 
With the thunder of its shock. 

On they swept ! the foe before them, 
Never swerved they from the course, 

Though the crossing bullets tore them. 
Bearing down both man and horse. 

On they sw^t ! no soldier treinb))ed> 
Wore his cheek no outward 8ign» 

Or his fear so weH dissembled. 
Courage shone in every Ikid. 

On they swept ! each blazing volley 
Mowed them down with fearful speed ; 

And it seemed a madman's folly. 
For they only rode to bleed. 
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On they swept ! the storm unheeding, 
By the dreadful volleys pressed ; 

Onward still the horsemen speeding, 
Vengeance burning in each breast. 

On they swept imto their ruin ! 

Wasted all that precious blood ; 
Through the vale their way pursuing, 

Till their ranks no further could. 

On 1 — ^their comrades* blood congealed, 
As they rushed upon their fate. 

When, at last, the trumpet pealed 
Their recall — ^"twas nigh too late ; 

Reeled their steeds with motions drunken. 
Crimsoned o'er from heel to crest ; 

Those they bore, with eyeballs simken, 
Knitted brows, and lips compressed. 




In the forms of nature reading. 

Symbols of a better life. 
Up to Ood the spirit leading, 

From this scene of pain and strife. 

Faith in him was no abstraction ; 

*1Vas a concrete, living power, 
And a principle of action, 

Working in him every hour. 
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With his God communion holding 
Daily as he walked abroad ; 

As a temple, earth beholding, 
As with rev'rent steps he trod. 

Whilst a moral bane was blighting 
Union in the world of grace. 

One great law he saw uniting — 
Nature in the earth, and space. 

By that law together binding 
Insects of a summer's day ; 

To the stars their courses winding 
Through the trackless, silent way. 

Thus the daisy, which was blooming 
On the lovely mountain's height ; * 

Linked to systems which illumine 
Space with their eternal light ; 

Man to man together binding. 
By the fellowship of death ; 

Of their common life reminding, 
Kindled by the Almighty's breath. 

Thus the beggar is the brother 
Of the duke of Norman birth ; 

Levelled down to one another, 
By their common lot on earth. 

Lowering thisy the former raising, 
On one platform till they stood. 

Every other mark erasing. 
Love, the common bond of blood. 

J0I7, 1867. 
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Heap the dust upon the dead 1 

Britons by are weeping 
For their brothers who have bled, 

And below are sleeping. 

Heap the dust ! a lordly pile 
Should their ashes coyer, 

Who from Bussian foroe and guile, 
Did the right recover. 

Heap the dust ! not Marathon 
Shines so bright in story, 

As the place where these have won 
Everlasting glory. 

Heap the dust ! our bosoms melt, 

As each rifle flashes ; 
Although sorrow we have felt, 

Shame no face abashes. 

Heap the dust upon the dead ! 

For a beacon raise it ; 
Thither be the sailor led, 

Who from far surveys it. 

Heap the dust ! in future times 

On the Euxine sailing, 
Strangers come from foreign climes, 

And the land are hailing. 
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As this burial mound they yiew. 
The salt spray baptising, 

Full against the azure blue, 
0*er the level rising. 

Then the helmsman he shall tell, 
Oft the tale reciting, 
'Tis the dust of those who fell 
For our freedom fighting." 

September, 18&ft. 




Is England's glory ended? 

God grant it be not so ; 
tVhen England's sceptre's rended, 

Wo to the nations, wo ! 

When England's lion wayeth 

Beneath the fleur de lis. 
No more the tempest braveth. 

Upon the land and sea, — 

When for the merry singing, 
Which soundeth through her rales. 

Each maid her hands is wringing. 
Filling the air with wails, — 

When stands the stalwart yeoman, 

With idle, folded arms. 
No more a British Freeman, 

Each echo now alarms, — 
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When grass grows o'er the gravel 
Laid on our public streets ; 

When England's nobles travel, 
Away in chartered fleets ; — 

When strangers have alighted, 
And made their own our land, 

Her wrongs they shall be righted, 
By England's own right hand. 

** Slaves, Britons shall be never,** 
Thus, with indignant lips ; 

And then her hand shall sever 
The cables of her ships. 

October, 1856. 
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At Inkermann our gallant Sons 

Fell on the Euxine shore, 
Felled by the fatal Russian guns, 

Whose volleys death did pour. 

Cathcart, whilst taking them in flank, 
The Bussian lines to check, 

Struck by a shell, exploding sank, 
A bleeding, shattered, wreck. 

Strangeways too fell, a braver man 
His knightly spurs ne'er earned ; 

The foremost place within the van — 
For that he ever burned. 
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Oh ! gallant was it to behold 

Him on his gallant steed ; 
And, as the martial music rolled, 

The battle bravely lead. 

His voice above the medley rose. 
Loud as the trumpet's blast. 

And carried terror to his foes, 
Who back recoiled aghast. 

Upon the reeking, red, hill side. 

He fell a bloody corse ; 
And gushed his life-«»pring s crimson tide, 

O'er his unconscious horse. 

Then from the tangled stirrups freed, 
They lift the precious heap. 

And from the battle bear witli speed, 
But have not time to weep. 

That duty's ours, and those for whom 

He perished in the fight ; 
Content to win a soldier's tomb, 

To he]p the cause of right. 

Notember, 1854. 



What are gifts of heart and mind, 
In ministers which we should find, 
In those who speak from God to man. 
And show salvation's glorious plan ? 
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Affections warm, an open mind, 

An eye to venial errors blind; 

A charity which never fails, 

A tongue which falsehood still assails ; 

True piety from early youth. 
Enthusiasm for the truth ; 
A mind of comprehensive span, 
A zeal for God, a love for man ; 

A fancy bright, to paint the bliss 
Of heaven, nor one fair colour miss ; 
To cheer the fainting on their way. 
And show the path to endless day ; 

A sympathy with human woe ; 
And what he feels, the same to show ; 
Faithful to show man's fall by sin. 
And how deliv'rance he should win ; 

A nature simple as a child — 
Feeling, gentle, cheerful, mild ; 
Passions subdued to reason's rule, 
Still learning, like a child at school. 

Bold for the honour of his God, 
On sin to strike with iron rod ; 
But sinners spare when they repent — 
Nor further bend the reed when bent 

All things for Christ to count but loss, 
To preach redemption by his cross — 
Priest, prophet, king, Christ to proclaim. 
Well pleased to share his Master's shame ; 
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Weak in himself, through Jesus, all, 
His light shall bum like that of Paul ; 
UntU in death his lamp expire. 
Then glad to join the heavenly Quire. 

April. 1S66. 




Oh j for the home where I was bom ! 

Oh ! for a mother's smile ! 
But now 1 walk the streets forlom, 

A creature lost and Tile. 
The women tum away from me ; 

The men my presence spum ; 
Oh ! from their sight I fain would flee, 

But whither shall I tum ? 

My father and my mother too. 

Both broken-hearted, died ; 
Alas 1 to me their deaths are due, 

And to my wicked pride ; 
For, discontented with my home. 

For higher things I sighed ; 
And now an outcast vile I roam. 

The victim of my pride. 

Oh ! how I long to see once more 
The cottage where we dwelt, 

The roses blooming round the door. 
The hearth-stone where I knelt. 
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^ Alas ! alas ! 'twould be in yain, 
Twould but increase my woe ; 
Despair would rack my frenzied brain, 
A maniac 1 should grow. 

Oh ! weaker every day I grow ; 

And though I feign to laugh, 
'Tis madness only which I show, 

The effect of what I quaff. 
The grave, upon whose awful brink 

I stand with trembling heart, 
Although I long for, yet I shrink. 

And back with honour start. 

April, 1854. 
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Oh ! dreary is the world, love, oh ! dreary unto me ; 
Its scenes I cannot see, love, as other people see ; 
I walk at noon-day like the blind, and all is dark around ; 
No faces smile on me, love, no loving voices soimd. 

All nature's bright to-day, love, the meadows they are green 
And all is fair aroimd, love, as fair as can be seen ; 
But there's no light within, love, by which my mind can see 
So all remains in midnight gloom, as dark as night to me. 

You'U say I do you wrong, love, and that on* heart is mine 
And though I have no other, yet I should not repine : 
Oh ! yes, I know its worth, love, the jewel which I prize. 
The more because the only one I own beneath the skies. 



Digitized by GoOglC 



161 



But oh ! It is a bittar thing a drooping heart to bear, 
And find no sympathising souls one*B sorrow's load to share ; 
To feel like some poor lonely bird, and slowly pine away — 
The spring of song all frozen, nngladdened by the day. 

I own the magic of thy soul, the warmth of thy caress. 
And sometimes feel a moment's joy when mine thine hand 
I press; 

But fades the pleasure soon away, as fades the cloud at eve, 
When the bright beams which gilded it the fleecy vapours 
leaye. 

If God will not the thorn remove, oh ! pray that I may bear, 
And from disloyal thoughts be free, and angry words forbear ; 
Oh ! pray that when the word is given to call my soul away, 
I may, upborne on faith's strong wings, rise to the reahns 
of day. 

April, 1853. 
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As fading fast the summer's day. 

Its latest glory shed. 
An Idiot Boy a-dying lay 

Upon his little bed. 

As shone the last ray on the child, 
And rose the evening star, 

The Idiot saug old snatches wild — 
Running from bar to bar. 

L 



Digitized by GoOglC 



16» 



A wateher sate beside his bed-^ 

A woman youn^ and fair ; 
Although no tear her ey^ds shed. 

Not less intense her care. 

More frequent grew the pauses soon. 
And memory seemed to stray ; 

Fewer the changes in the tune 
Of that unearthly lay. 

Aside the curtain she had drawn, 
And then their glances met ; 

Th' expression showed his reason's dawn, 
Alas ! too soon to set. 

Upon his brow the seal of death 

Was visibly impressed ; 
And as he struggled for his breath, 

His eye the woman blessed. 

" Mother, farewell !" with joy she heard 
Her name— ne'er spoke before ; 

Scarcely his lips had breathed the word, 
The Idiot was no more. 

Jaly. im. 



%a 

Who, when we both were young, 
To me sweet ballads sung. 
With an unwearied tongue ? 

My wife. 
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Who in the sunny spring 
To this fond arm did cling. 
Heedless of every thing ? 

My wife. 

Who did my love return. 
Nor from her lover turn, 
With arts which Maidens learn? 

My wife. 

Who, when a flower I tore, 

It in her bosom bore, 

Till time its blossoms wore ? 

My wife. 

Who, me when grief oppressed, 
Soothed sorrow frt)m my breast. 
And with affection blessed ? 

My wife. 

Who did my sorrow shore; 
Who shattered hopes repair; 
Who drove away despair ? 

My wife. 

Who, when affliction broke, 
God's favour did invoke; 
Whose accents conscience woke ? 

My wife's. , 

Who tended me in pain. 
Till health I did regain ; 

Who made God's dealings plain ? • 
My wife. 
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At nights when home I went. 
Perchance with labour spent, 
Who taught my mind content ? 

My wife. 

From God's mysterious ways 
Who subjects drew for praise, 
Of thankful heart always ? 

My wife. 

Of inward peace the sign, 
Whose smile did always shine ; 
Whose voice was sweet as thine, 
My wife? 

Who, when my anger stirred, 
Said ne'er an angry word, 
Though much to vex she heard? 

My wife. 

May God thy love repay, 
Guard thee by night and day, 
Fair make thy life as May, 

My wife. 

And when he calls thee hence, 
Mays't thou with joy intense 
Soar through the space immense 
My wife. 

Koyembtr. 1853. 
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Woman's heart's a sacred thing ; 

And the man who claimeth, 
Back may fortune's arrows fling 

Which her malice aimeth. 

Like Achilles' shield which glowed, 
Fair devices blending; 

Tis a gift by heaven bestowed, 
For our self-defending. 

Him who holds it to his heart 
Nothing can o'erpower ; 

With it warding every dart 
In misfortone's honr. 

'Tis a casket which doth hold 
Wealth beyond esteeming ; 

Far above the price of gold, 
Fabidous though seeming. 

He who trifles with the gift— 
The great boon abusing, 

By a sentence, sure and swift, 
Shall the prize be losing. 

But who treasures well the prize, 
Though he sufler ang^sh. 

Still, through favour of the skies, 
Fortune's frown shall vanquish. 

April, 18M. 
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In the centre of the sea 
There's a refuge for the free ; 
When an outcast from his home, 
The poor exile there may come. 

Tie the hirthplace of the brave ; 
Drop his fetters from the slave, 
When upon the shore he stands, 
Treading lightly on its sands. 

Tis the birthplace of the fair 
With the braided, golden hair ; 
And the brows of purest white, 
All transparent as the light. 

'Tis a land of righteous laws ; 
Justice tries the widow's cause — 
Hears her plaint, and tries her plea, 
Without favoiu: or a fee. 

There the charter doth secure 
Eights to all, both rich and poor; 
And the humblest there may stand 
High as any in the land. 

There alike all classes are 
Judged at one common bar ; 
There the press with accents bold 
Makes opinion, and doth mould. 
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There the sceptre is a trust 
Which is ne'er ullowed to rust ; 
Not a spot upou its hlade^ 
For the coxmaon weal 'tis swayed. 

Febraary, 1856. 




DEOEMBEB 30th, 1858. 



Happy season, welcome art thou 
In each home to every breast ; 

Welcome, with thy snows and vapours, 
Unto ours among the rest. 

Though the light with which thou shinest 

Nature's bosom cannot melt. 
Still in eyery heart aroimd me 

Is its cheering radiance felt. 

Bound our hearth which brightly blazes* 

Fades gather fiill of light; 
Hearts o'er£k>w with love and kindness — 

Words of welcome sound to^iight ; 

For the year which nigh is ending 

Is anew with thee begun ; 
And the morning's misty dawning ! 

Did reflect thy natal sun. 
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Like a panorama changing, 
Life is, with its yaried scenes ; 

A new epoch thou hast reached. 
Haying now, loye, reached tby " teens.** 

For that epoch, many sighing, 
Beaching, wish to pass away ; 

And to-morrow we shall cherish 
That which we dislike to-day. 

Tis the deathless spirit's craying 

For its own immortal fare ; 
For that fruit in Eden's centre, 

Which the tree of life doth bear. 

Oh ! amidst life's endless changes, 
May'st thou haye one wish supplied — 

Faithful to thy yow baptismal, 
And by Jesus sanctified. 

December, 1868. 
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On, on, the world's wide treasure 
Thou bearest on thy breast ; 

Rich freights for life or pleasure. 
From North, and East, and West 

Ships— giants in their yastness— 

Sail in at eyery tide ; 
Beating the wind in fastness — 

Like liying things they ride. 
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Not long since o'er thy waters 
There rose the Liver's cry ; 

Youngest of Britain's daughters, 
None now with thee can vie. 

A decade scarce is ended, 
Since where a city stands, 

His nets the fisher mended 
With labour-hardened hands, 

No matter where it bloweth, 
Each wind thy vessels drives ; 

With every tide which floweth 
A fleet of ships arrives. 

No argosy to Venice 

Such fruit did ever bear, 
As thou conveyest when is 

The tide and tempest fair. 

Howe'er thy foes may rate thee, 

And say thy glory's o'er, 
0! greater things await thee 

Than ever went before. 

When wars at last are ended. 
And nations' quarrels cease ; 

When swords to ploughs are bended, 
By universal peaoe. 

When Babel's tongues are blending 
Into one general speech — 

The dispensation ending. 
Which various ones did teach— 



Digitized by GoOglC 



170 



A glory and a wonder, 
O river, shalt thou be ! 

The link of lands, asunder, 
Together bound by thee. 

July, 186H. 
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Beabed on columns vast and high, 
Seemed that dome to touch the sky ; 
And the vast circumference grew 
Dark against the ethereal blue. 

Thousands, thousands stood within, 
Anxious till the games begin ; 
Loud the shouts of young and old ; 
Bound the walls the tempest rolled. 

Stood within the centre place 
Of that vast circumferent space. 
One whose swarthy aspect showed 
Nubian blood within him flowed. 

Proud in gesture as a king^ 
Though a mean, despised thing; 
Folded anns upon his breMt, 
In a scarf of crimson dressed. 

Every eye was on the 8lav« ; 
Calm the Nubian stood, but grave ; 
Even flowed the sanguine tide. 
Showed each, pulse upon bis edde. 
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Swung a weapon at his side. 
To a leathern girdle tied ; 
At his back was hung a shield, 
Which his hand was used to wield. 

Motionless the slave did wait, 
With his eyes fixed on a gate 
Which did lead unto the ring, 
Waiting till its holts should spring. 

Brief the time — the hinges swing — 
The rebounding railings ring ; 
Leaping through, with sudden bound, 
Bushed a lion to the ground. 

But the Nubian was prepared, 
And his foe to combat dared ; 
From his neck he loosed his shield, 
In his grasp his sword did wield. 

'Neath a canopy of state 
The imperial chieftain sate ; 
As his eyes were fixed below, 
Agitation marked his brow. 

Breathless grew the mighty throng — 
Hushed to silence every tongue — 
Not a whisper of applause ; 
Nothing broke the dreadful pause. 

Grouching there the lion lay, 
like a lamb before its prey ; 
Cowering, licked the Nubian's feet. 
As a dog his Lord would greet 
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Changed surprise unto delight 
At the unexpected sight ; 
Every voice the slave did greet — 
Rose the emperor to his feet 

* * * * * 

When there was a moment's pause : — 
** Gladiator, tell the cause ; 
What hath soothed the lion's rage — 
Hast thou magic to assuage?" 

" Had I not a witness hy, 
Sire, whose actions cannot lie, 
With no motive to deceive, 
Thou would not my tale helieve. 

" Once a forest as I crossed — 
Midst its endless mazes lost — 
As the day's last glimmer went, 
To a cavern came I, spent. 

"Soon I slept ; and when I woke, 
The first streaks of daylight hroke ; 
Rising to pursue my road, 
The &dnt light an ohject showed. 

« In the entrance of the vault 
An obstruction made me halt; 
Gouchant on its haunches lay 
This same beast you see to-day. 

" My first impulse was to fly. 
But I caught the lion's eye ; 
Eloquent that glance as speech 
Did my services beseech. 
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" Its forefoot the brute did lilt, 
Then depreseed with motion swift; 
Boared the while, as if with pain, 
Then did look at me again. 

" His dumb language soon I knew ; 
Towards me, then, the foot I drew ; 
Stooping, found that it was torn. 
And was bleeding, from a thorn. 

Straight the bleeding wound I freed, 
Then it gambolled like a steed ; 
Cowering, then, my hands caressed. 
And with grateful glances blessed. 

" Many years haye passed since then — 
Memory tells me nearly ten ; 
That the truth I haye confessed. 
This dumb creature doth attest. 

" Whatsoe'r your will may be. 
Do your pleasure. Sire, on me ; 
Any sentence I will bear. 
But this grateful creature spare." 

** lictors, let the Slaye go free, 
And his own the lion be : 
Take thy sword— for Borne be braye, 
Her free subjedr-late her slave." 

J«niuu7, 1866. 
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He has fallen for his country, though he fell not in the 
strife; 

He has fallen for his country in the evening of his life ; 
At last the fates have severed the life which they had spun — 
Wreathed with laurels has he fallen, hy his valor which 
he won. 

Not a weapon's edge did scathe him, hat the victim of dis- 
ease ; 

He fell, as in the forest falls the glory of the trees. 
On whose hranches time has written the record of its 
flight, 

Though the tempest it has hraved, yet it yieldeth to the 
hUght. 

III. 

When the trumpet pealed a summons to the youthful and 
the hrave, 

His coimtry to a Somerset her glorious hanner gave ; 
And he pledged a soldier's honour ne'er that banner to be- 
tray, 

But bring hwek its flag unsullied, or perish in the fray. 

IV. 

The word that faithful soldier pledged he kept it to the 
last, 

On Alma's heights, at Inkermann, where rang the cannons' 
blast ; 
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At Balaklaya thick as leaves where the felled horsemen lay, 
And England, breathless, heard the news of that tremen- 
dous day. 

V. 

Bloody triumphs there the hero won ; but on the city's walls 
Vainly the monsters threw their shells, vainly they threw 
their balls ; 

The blows which on a living mass in battle would have 
told, 

Were in the ramparts buried deep, or off them harmless 
rolled. 

VI. 

In the battle there are triumphs, there its trophies valor 
earns — 

There's the enterprise which planneth, and the energy which 
bums — 

There's the fire from clashing weapons — there's the parry 

and the thrust — 
There's the smoke from blazing cannons, blending with the 

rising dust. 

VII. 

These are wanting in the siege — ^there tis patience which 
avails — 

There the lion-hearted fainteth, and the burning spirit 
fails; 

There the miner works in darkness, as he creeps upon his 
prey. 

By stealthy steps approaching— scarce by inches in a day. 
vin. 

The ton within the trenches how unlike the battle's brunt ! 
Both honour's post and danger's, where each parteth for 

the front ; 
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But there the soldiers languish, stricken down by hiddeo 
foes, 

With whom in deadly fight they long, but long in Tain, to 
close. 

IX. 

They little know the wounds they give who wield the 
press's pen, 

And pass their fluent censure on measures and on men ; 
They use their quills in poison steeped, against the wise 
and good. 

Too happy when the wounds do show by traces of the 
blood. 

X. 

Oh, none more keenly felt than he the arrrows which they 
threw! 

The arrows barbed with poisoned points flung by the hire- 
ling crew; 

What heeded they if what they wrote was Mse as false 
could be ; 

Words do not kill — ^their papers sold — and what the worse 
was he. 

XI. 

But he was worse ; his noble heart chafed at the crayen 
things, 

As chafes the gallant charger which the venomed insect 
stings ; 

An outward calm but veiled the storm which raged within 
his breast; 

And when disease his life assailed, he sank at once op- 
pressed. 
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XII. 

*Tis the old story, — ^malice hunts its victims to the grave, 
And justice clears them from reproach, when 'tis too late 
to save ; 

Delivering sentence o'er their dust unto a weeping world, 
Which at the very men they mourn the spent shafts on- 
ward hiurled. 

XIII. 

Rest, Warrior, far above the shock of battle and its noise ! 
Thou tastest with thy Master now life's everlasting joys ; 
With him, too, who was once thy chief— thy chieftain and 
thy Mend, 

To whom, as to a demi-god, our hearts in homage bend. 

Jalj, 1865. 



Within a room three stories high. 

Each day sat burly Ben, 
In working at a tragedy 

Or masque, with steady pen. 

But when the daylight ceased to shine, 

And it grew dark within, 
He started off to taste the wine 

At the old Mermaid Inn. 

There, seated with his joUy host. 

He banished every care, 
While in full bumpers he did toast 

The Mermaid's daughter fiiir. 

M 
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With other spirits choice and rare- 
Will Shakspeare, Davenant, too, 

Who in the revelry did share, 
Till loud the laughter grew. 

A wit was Ben, but of a kind 

A little absolute ; 
When with Canary rather blind, 

Inclined to act the brute. 

A satirist of heavy weight, 
Whose shotted charges told ; 

While all in turn his tongue did rate — 
He proved a very scold. 

But one was there his name who knew. 

As played his subtle wit ; 
The likeness of old Ben he drew, 

And every feature hit. 

Strongly contrasted were the men — 

Will active was and light, 
But corpulent and massive, Ben, 

And of a giant's height. 

Ben used his faculty of speech 

In always finding fault ; 
And as he rated all and each, 

He never once did halt. 

And as he scolded, still he quaffed 

The bright Canary wine ; 
And when he drank his stir-up draught, 

He felt almost divine. 
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Shakspeare, of finer metal made, 

With less too, of alloy, 
Had studied nature as a trade 

Since he was quite a boy. 

Though less of books he knew than Ben, 
Whose learning was his pride. 

He knew a great deal more of men — 
His sympathies were wide. 

While eyery weakness of his kind 

He saw with ready ken. 
He was not to their virtues blind, 

Nor those of burly Ben. 

He knew Ben was of honest mind. 

Of open speech and free ; 
Though not to courtesy inclined, 

Less to hypocrisy. 

Good friends they were ; as good, at least. 

As Ben could ever be ; 
For with his growuxg age increased 

His fault of raillery. 

The mind of Ben was like a rock 

Which standeth by the sea. 
Able to bear the ocean's shock. 

However strong it be. 

Amidst the roar of winds and tide 

It rears its mighty front. 
And backward beateth from its side 

The yelling ocean's brunt. 



Digitized by GoOglC 



180 



But Shakspeare like a river flowedt 

Beflecting, as it ran, 
Whatever on its margin showed — 

Tree, flower, bird, beast, or man. 

With intellect aa great as Bm, 
With f^ncy brighter far — 

As far above his fellow men 
As is the polar star. 

March, 1806. 



Oh ! cut not down that holly tree ! — *twas planted in the 
earth 

Upon the very morning my mother gave me birth ; 

And from its boughs at Christmas time she plucked its 

leaves of green, 
And placed them on the panelled walls, the picture frames 

between. 

Oh ! cut not down that holly tree ! — ^IVe watched its 
branches grow. 

And often on a simmier's mom, sheltered its shade below ; 

And often on a summer's eve, long, long ago, alas ! 

I've watched the shadows as they swept over the new- 
mown grass. 

Oh ! cut not down that holly tree ! Oft by my mother's 
side, 

At nights I've sat, and seen the hills in purple colors dyed ; 
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And as I turned in solemn awe from gazing on the skies, 
My glance would meet, nor ever shrink, from those beloved 
eyes. 

Oh ! cut not down that hoDy tree ! — 'tis with my grief 
allied, 

Since that sad day (ah ! woe is me) when my dear mother 
died ; 

She'd languished long, and day by day I saw her strength 
decline ; 

But there, even then, she'd sit with me, her hand fast 
locked in mine» 

Oh ! <5ut not down that holly tree ! — ^IVe sat beneath its 
shade. 

And there, unto my mother's God, and mine, I've often 
prayed ; 

And when upon the distant hills the purple shadows fell, 
As sighed the breeze, I've often thought I heard her sad 
farewell. 

Oh ! cut not down that holly tree ! but spare awhile its 
shade. 

Until with her I loved so well this body shall be laid ; 
My humble twin, when to the stroke of death at last I 
bend, 

Thy branches, then, thy vig'rous trunk, I care not when 
they rend. 

Janaftry, 1895. 
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Oh ! bravely on he struggled, and ploughed his way to fame. 
Up fortune's rugged mountain, and won himself a name ; 
And when he'd reached the pinnacle, with nobles for his 
peers, 

Still in his manly prime he was, the vigour of his years. 

More than a match for all the toils through which his man- 
hood wrought ; 
Leisure he found for fancy's joys and exercise of thought; 
His muse did win the laurel wreath, the guerdon of the few. 
Like him who'd reached the giddy height, where its fair 
branches grew. 

When from the crowded court he went, when from the 
Forum's heat. 

In social intercourse he loved some chosen friends to meet ; 
Then did his mind imbend and melt, like snow before the 
sun, 

And none kept even pace with him in frolic and in fun. 

He knew (for there he'd toiled himself) the labour of the mind. 
And that its recompence was unsubstantial as the wind ; 
Though baflSed oft, with cheerful heart again he did begin. 
And for the works of mind at last a charter he did win — 

A charter great as that achieved by Britain's men of old, 
When they did win at Bunymede — ^those English barons 

bold- 
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The right (no more than his who reaps his harvest in the 
plain) 

To eat the hread, oh ! hardly earned, by labours of the brain. 

Oh ! great he was, but not alone by attributes of mind, 
But by the blessings he obtained for his fellow kind ; 
A magistrate, a man, the two he ever did combine ; 
Mercy and justice met in him, prerogatives divine. 

Brief was his summons— called away to meet his Judge 
above ; 

His dying lips bequeathed to us an heritage of love ; 

The yawning gulph, *twixt man and man, which blaok 

distrust had made. 
By kindly offices he taught how it might be o'erlaid. 

Like honey from the scented flowers on Hybla's side which 
grew— 

Gently as falls the snow flakes down, gently as falls the 
dew — 

So fell his words, from levelled bow when death a shaft let 

fly, 

And his half-finished sentence was drowned in a sigh. 

Farewell ! the hearts thy love endeared, thy manly, noble 
worth. 

Never may hope to find again thy like upon the earth ; 
Thy vacant seat upon the Bench our Kulers they may fill, 
But for thy like in other ways we turn to Talfourd still. 
March, 1854. 
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The battle strife is ended, the bloody work is done, 
And o'er the reeking, crimson plain hath set the orimson 
sun; 

Two chieftans stood in shining mail, dyed red with many a 
stain, 

Whilst pile on pile the Romans lay upon that fatal plain. 

Pregnant with destiny that field where Oarthage glory won, 
Where fate a complicated thread of many fibres spun, 
But still the golden woof was there of Rome's imperial 
doom, 

Which, like the cloud in Eastern skies, did in the distance 
loom. 

The chieftans stood in silence, long overwhelmed with crowd- 
ing thought. 

And on the brow of Hannibal an inward conflict wrought; 
He pondered on his future fate, and in his mailed hand 
Held Dido's sceptre and her crown within the Roman land. 

Then spoke Maharbal: — "When we stood upon the Alpine 
height, 

What Prophet from our Fathers' land could sketch a scene 

so bright? 

However willing to believe and hail the omen true, 
Who could foretell the Eagle's fall, which late so proudly 
flew? 
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** Thrice Conqueror o'er our ancient foe, at last the Eagle's 
down, 

Hath fluttered off with hroken wing and blood bespattered 
crown, 

Seeking its eyrie on the rock where dwell its savage brood, 
Eager to gorge our country's spoils, and drink our country's 
blood. 

** Within its nest 'twill soon revive, 'twill soon its feathers 
plume. 

And stretch its wings with savage swoop its quarry to con- 
sume, 

But let our shafts it's life-blood drink ere from its nest it 
rise — 

Ere from that rock it lift itself and revel in the skies. 

The gods do point the road t6 Rome; lead on, I'll follow 
soon, 

We'll sup within the Capitol ere fills yon crescent moon ; 
Justice shall execute our will upon our Boman foe. 
Our hands from the Tarpeian rock shall hurl him down 
below." 

Silent a moment stood the Chief, erect his manly form ; 
Although repressed, still on his brow were traces of the storm 
Which inwardly convulsed his soul; then slowly he replied, 
" None with impimity the fates have ever yet defied. 

Bome is impregnable to arms, but through her strongest 
shield 

Our swords shall strike with deadly -blow when her Allies 
shall yield; 
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We*ll seek her rich Gampanian fields for forage and for fame ; 
The Samnite Motintaineers well bribe to cast away her 
name. 

*' The towers of Capua well hold, a fioman Carthage build, 
Soon shall its forum with a train of Senators be filled ; 
Of shining marble, not of stone, her goodly walls shall be, 
And there an empire we will found as lasting as the sea." 

Hang trembling on those Chieftains' words the fortune of 
the world — 

Their choice its onward wave would speed, or would have 

backward hurled; 
The God of Carthage and of Rome the golden balance held. 
The soT'reign fiat of his word the trembling scale impelled. 

July, 1851. 



Athens, in her palmiest day — 

When with spoils her streets were strewed, 
When her ships in every bay, 

Eveiy breeze alternate woded ; 

When the isles their produce bore 
To her harbours witDout stint, 
* Taking back the Laurian ore, 

Bough, or sterling, from her mint; 

When on her imperial brow 

Fortune had her jewels set — 
Had not near the wealth as thou — 

Commerce's and fortune's pet. 
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City by the Mersey's tide, 
High enthroned like a Queen, 

In review the vessels glide, 
Like a panoramic scene. 

As the ocean from its urn 
Poureth back the ebbing tide. 

Common tribute thou dost spurn, 
And with scornful lip deride. 

With its weight the tide oppressed. 
Carried here by every wind — 

From thy children in the West, 
From thy cousins at the Ind. 

Not a himdred years are past. 
Since thy meadows touched the tide — 

Since the trees their shadows cast 
Where now ships at anchor ride. 

As the Vestals once did tend 
Day and night the sacred fire, 

O'er the flickering flames did bend, 
Careful lest the coals expire. 

City, thus the freedom nurse, 
Which such glory has achieved. 

Lest than Home's tJiy fate be worse. 
Of her sacred fire bereaved. 

September, 18S6. 
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Oh, for England'8 crimson cross ! 

High it flies above the mast 
Like a meteor in the sky, 

Proudly floating in the blast 

Oh, for England's crimson cross ! 

Many a battle it has led; 
Visible amidst the smoke, 

As the fatal bullets sped. 

Oh, for England's crimson cross ! 

Type of freedom to the world ; 
Never, from its pride of place, 

May it by its foes be hurled. 

Oh, for England's crimson cross I 
Linked with many a hero's name — 

Nelson, Gollingwood, and Drake, 
Who have won immortal fame. 

Oh, for England's crimson cross ! 

Type of freedom and of peace ; 
On the ocean and the land 

Never may its triumphs cease. 

Oh, for England's crimson cross ! 

Borne upon the ocean's tide ; 
Wheresoe'er that banner floats. 

With the name of Christ allied. 
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Oh, for England's ciimson cross ! 

With the gospel freedom flies — 
Seals our rights as mortals here. 

And secures them for the skies. 

Oh, for England's crimson cross ! 

Slaves, beneath the yoke of sin, 
Hail the emblem of your rights ! 

And your privileges win. 

Oh, for England's crimson cross ! 

Bloodless victories be thine ; 
Underneath thy glorious flag, 

Freedom, knowledge, science shine, 

Oh, for England's crimson cross ! 

Oh, for England's ancient crown ! 
Cursed above all be he 

Who shall dare to tear them down. 

April, 18M. 



Thb bitter feud for ages felt 
Between the Saxon and the Gelt, 
Beneath this sky it will not melt. 

Amidst the prairies of the West 
This ancient grudge at last hath rest, 
For there they labour breast to breast. 
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Ther6, each the other's aid invokes, 
And, yielding to their sturdy strokes, 
Fall down the old primeval oaks. 

In Spartan fellowship they dine ; 
They worship at a common shrine ; 
Their hostile flags together twine. 

In one strong phalanx they unite — 

With Nature and its forces fight, 

And vanquish through their will's strong might. 

Through smiling plains a river flows, 
Where forests, levelled hy their blows, 
In endless shade before arose. 

The savage life is backward jolled. 
For a new type their lives they mould, 
Strangely contrasting with the old. 

The eye no sign of fear betrays, 
Ejwjh will, while none superior sways — 
With freer current now it plays. 
Becamber, 1850. 



®0 laittt, 

ON HEB BIRTHDAY, IItb MABGH, 1850, 



My blessing take, love, it is yours, 
That best of gifts, my love secures ; 
Although a cheap, impurchased boon. 
It will outlast both sun and moon. 
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While riches waste, and pleasures fade — 
By black remorse at last o'erlaid — 
Love, with an attribute divine, 
With everlasting light shall shine. 

As fall the blossoms from the bough. 
As from the cloud the flakes of snow ; 
Thus gentle be your summers all. 
And leave ripe blessings as they fall. 

Back when you look, Oh ! may you view 
The whole horizon bright and blue ; 
No shade of sorrow, love, or sin ; 
All fair without, and pure within. 

And be the scene as bright before, 
Down to the margin of that shore. 
Where beat the waves of that wild sea 
Which stretcheth to eternity. 

Honh, 1864. 



As I stood by thy ruins, oh Macross ! and viewed 
Thy fragrants aroimd me, all scattered and strewed, 
I recalled the time past when thy gloiy did shine, 
And thy tenants, the age when they lived did refine. 

Thy glory is perished, but cluster around 
The trees which were young when thy wealth did abound ; 
And their leaves through the simmier o'ershadow thee yet. 
And like tear-drops with dew every evening are wet. 
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As I stood in the moonlight and yiewed thy oold stones, 
The voice of the night wind seemed heavy with grosois, 
As it swept the long vista throiigh which I did pass, 
Where the flickering moonbeams did play on the grass ; 

Where the owl is reposing, once vigils were kept, 
And the rook bmlds its nest where the sleek Mars slept ; 
And the eagle sweeps over thy walls for its prey, 
At matins, where once the meek hermit did pray. 

Thy gloiy is perished, but clings to the place 
The charm of the landscape, with freshness of grace ; 
The charm which did win thee the favour of these — 
A retreat for the pious at Maoross who chose. 

Oh, who would refuse this cold world to forsake. 
Fair Macross, to live on the banks of thy lake ; 
There, converse to hold with the spirits of yore, 
And watch the clear waves as they broke on the shore. 

But vain is the fancy which bids us expect 
Pure happiness here, when it ever is wrecked ; 
Midst the flowers of an Eden the fancy were vain, 
While man his daric passions is loth to restrain. 

July, 186S. 



f0 



^081 



Of the future be unfearing. 

Though each heart forebodings fill ; 
Bide your time, the day is nearing; 

Be your virtue to stand still. 
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Tyrants on their thrones are quaking 
At the omens which they see, 

0*er their startled vision breaking, 
Heralds of our liberty. 

Tet awhile the lava's sleeping 
Underneath the silent ground ; 

Soon its fires, like Etna's, leaping, 
Shall escape with dreadful sound. 

Stand with fortitude, imweeping ; 

Thickens fast the drama's plot; 
Still the match uulighted keeping, 

With thine eye upon the spot. 

Maroh, ISM. 



8EPTEMBEB 80th, 1854. 



I. 

Who says our ancient Saxon spirit's dead, 

Or that our Saxon blood grows thin and weak ? 
The tale of Britain he hath falsely read, 

Who would of Britain thus malignly speak ; 

For such a slander would the vengeance wreak. 
And point to trophies heaped in stately pile, 

Till, paled with shame, the wretched slanderer's cheek ; 
But at such libels, perhaps, 'twere best to smile — 
Contempt's the true defence to meet a thing so vile. 

N 
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II. 

WhaX though so long the olive crown she's worn ; 

At Waterloo, by feats of arms, 'twas gain*d, 
When firom the grasp of France her Eagles torn, 

Britain to her's the stricken standard chained ! 

'Twas there Napoleon's full-orbed glory waned. 
Since then no foe has met us on the field, 

But all serene her sons at home remained ; 
Save those midst Indian jungles who did wield 
Their weapons, from whose strokes the rode barbarians 
reeled. 

III. 

Since victory crowned our arms at Waterloo, 
A mighty change has o'er the nations* swept ; 

With France a better, kindlier feeling grew — 
The ancient hate of generations slept. 
When Britain o'er her aged warrior wept ; 

Then, nobly, did she caned every trace 
Which humbled France, and modesty o'erstepp'd, 

'i'he seeds of Mendship planting in their place, 

AU feuds and grudges glad for ever to efface. 

IV. 

Allied together in a righteous cause. 

To stem the flood which from the North doth roll, 
Brave Albion her glittering weapon draws, 

And France supporteth her with heart and soul ; 

Thus run like rival steeds to win the goal — 
Bound like the Theban Brothers by an oath. 

Their spirits fired as with a living coal ; 
'Jlie love of freedom animating both — 
Their peaceful homes they leave, to battle nothing loath. 
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V. 

Indomitable courage swayeth there. 

And those a deafness energy impels ; 
The Briton's bosom firetli by degrees, 

But, fired at once, the Frenchman's bosom swells, 

And like a Fury fighteth he, and yells ; 
His better blood with rapid current flows, 

And, like his language, his forefathers tells ; 
Wo ! wo I to those who in the field oppose — 
Back in confusion driven by his tremendous blows ! 

VI. 

Their mingled hosts have reached the Chersonese, 
Whose unploughed plains the barbarous Tartars claim ; 

Proud of their wealth in cattle and in fleece — 
Their pastime, hunting — ^the wild boar their game, 
Whose flesh they roast upon the household flame : 

Here habited of old the pride of Greece, 
At Athens bom — MHtiades by name — 

A Prince and Chief, within the Chersonese; 

Pledges he took for Greece at Marathon, of peace. 

VII. 

Long by the Muscovite in fee possessed, 
Its wandering Tribes his vassals bent in name ; 

An untamed love of freedom in their breast. 
Great Nature's gift I they spurn the counterclaim 
Of man, and laugh his lordly rights to shame. 

What matter that the soil is not their own. 
It yields to them its pasture and its game ; 

'Tis in possession theirs, and theirs alone. 

Though overshadowed by the Czar's imperial throne. 
n2 
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VIIT. 

Oyer the Chersonese a blast they blew, 

Which reached to Alma's heights, where glittering stood 
The cohorts of the Czar, whose Eagles flew 

In proud array above the Alma's flood, 

Whose waves would soon be crimsoned with their blood. 
Pealed its defiance back the Eussian blast, 

And rang its echoes loud through glen and wood, 
At which the bristling wild boar stood aghast, 
And startled from its lair until the voice was past. 

IX. 

England's brave soldiers onward pressed, and Gaul's, 
Moving in measured tread towards the stream 

Which, eastward, in a gentle current falls ; 
Bright in the day their polished bayonets gleam. 
And backward flash against the golden beam ; 

Trumpet and pipe their blended music fling, 
So gay the soimds, all gladness doth it seem ; 

His merry chanson doth the Frenchman sing — 

As merry in his notes as swallows on the wing. 

X. 

Brave Evans led the right ; in many a rfeld 

Practised in war's great game, his spurs he won. 
And a device for his heraldic shield 

Midst the Iberian highlands, where the gun 

Of the gueriUa its dread work had done ; 
By him supported, who a name doth bear 

Which for heroic deeds doth yield to none ; 
Of great Napoleon's lineage and heir — 
Of him who, called by France, her diadem doth wear. 
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XI. 

A better soldier England cannot boast 

Than him, who on the left her army leads ; 
Brave Brown, backed by the hardy Highland host. 

Famous in history for gallant deeds ; 

No better spur than this their courage needs, 
To urge them on to match their fathers' fame ; 

Which even Boman fortitude exceeds ; 
Bums their devotion with as fine a flame 
As on the Belgian plain did win their Sires a name. 

XII. 

Led by a Prince of Brunswick — England's Queen 
The noble Duke for her near kinsman claims — 

Who, on his prancing charger now is seen, 
Of breed as pure as e'er in Grecian games 
Yoked to the chariot, won the first of names ; 

Or as the one which Alexander bore, 
History's immortal favourite and fame's, 

At Issus, when he triumphed Persia o'er, 

And wept because there were ** no worlds to conquer more." 

XIII. 

Upon the wings the skirmishers had met ; 

The echoes rang from many a blazing gun. 
Although the armies, far asunder yet, 

Had not the deadly place of conflict won. 

Intensely shone on them the morning sun ; 
First moved the Gallic columns from the ground, 

Like many a schoolboy, eager for the fun — 
With the fierce instinct of the yelping hound. 
When from the leash released with which its neck was 
bound. 
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XIV. 

llien too, the English Raglan gave the word, 
And " Forward I" sounded through their steady lines ; 

And at an instant twenty thousand stirred ; 
As when the winds break on the mountain pmes, 
Or like the blast which thunders through the mines, 

So loud or louder their tremendous tread, 
On to the heights, whence many a column shines ; 

And as they move, death's deadly bolts are sped. 

And on the left and right falls many a comrade dead. 

XV. 

Not long before they reached the Alma's bank, 
Whose waves run white, lashed by the shots to foam. 

As in death's struggle many a soldier sank, 
His thoughts were busy with his distant home. 
Through which his wife all desolate did roam. 

On, on ! with deafening shouts the English pressed. 
Disdaining danger, or of baU or bomb, 

Dashed through the waves which reached unto the breast. 

Where hundreds, falling, found their everlasting rest. 

XVI. 

At length the other bank the English gained ; 

Protected from the fire, they breathed ^while ; 
Then on again, like bloodhoimds just unchained, 

In quest of him branded with murder's gmle. 

Over their heads flew fast the balls the while ; 
Up, up ! thus toiled, rending the air with cheers, 

Fearless of the ascent, though near a mile ; 
Blazing, above, that fearful brow appears — 
No fear the sounds inspire — 'tis music in their ears. 
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XVII. 

Thu8 while the English every peril brave — 

Midway already to the Bussian heights-— 
Far down the stream the French their feet do lave, 

Where, with less havoc, death its victims smites ; 

Proud in their memory of former fights, 
Eylau and Austerlitz, in glory twins, 

And Borodino, too, their minds incites ; 
Near Alma's village firot the fight begins. 
While the loud cannons' roar with noise incessant dins. 

XVIII. 

But lo ! what smoke is that in volumes dense, 

Which Alma wraps with fire commingled too ; 
Meeting the advancing ranks with head intense, 

And hiding all the background from their view ? 

To Bussian stratagem the act is due. 
And they vain hope their progress to impede ; 

But the manoduvre they will sorely rue. 
When take their foemen vengeance for the deed, 
And Bussia's warrior serfs in countless numbers bleed. 

XIX. 

Onward they urge their way in spite of flame. 
And through the burniag hamlet on they bear ; 

And, like the hound, intent upon its game. 
Whose cunning baffled it when drawing near, 
By the loud roar of cannon do they steer, 

Enveloped round in mingled smoke and fire, 
Until, at length the village they do clear ; 

Covered from head to foot with soot and mire, 

They burst to view like fiends £rom the infernal fire. 
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XX. 

Bumiiig with recollections of the past-^ 

Of Moscow's conflagration and retreat — 
Of thousands stifiening in the winter's blast. 

Who vainly struggled with the sun and sleet, 

Benumbed aU o'er with cold from head to feet ; 
Burning to take revenge for all their woes ! 

Their thirst of blood gives wings unto their feet ; 
In vain their ranks the sweeping cannon mows — 
In vain its ceaseless flash from those strong ramparts 
glows. 

XXI. 

They reach the heights at last ! A moment's pause 
To breathe — ^when up a himdred soldiers rise ! 

Each from his bosom the tricolour draws, 
And planteth it, then backward falls and dies. 
Pierced to the very brain through both his eyes ; 

A hundred more the slippery platform scale, 
And on the bodies of their comrades rise; 

With gun and bayonet then their foes assail, 

And sound the rattiing shots like the descending hail. 

XXII. 

Advance the French, urged on by those behind. 

Who added numbers every moment bring ; 
Each seeks his foe — nor is he long to find ; 

As the fierce tiger on its prey doth spring. 

So to his Russian foe the Gaul doth cling 
Closer and closer, till, with deadly aim, 

Nigh to his heart his bayonet he doth bring; 
A shout, a cry — and he who had a name, 
Qnasheth the reeking sod like the poor worried game. 



Digitized by GoOglC 



201 



XXIII. 

But hark ! like distant thunder on the right, 

What sound is that which boometh loud and long ? 
It is the English who have reached the height, 

And now contend, indomitably strong, 

The mountain's slippery precipice along. 
Nearer sad nearer still the tumult draws 

Of clashing steel and adamantine lung ; 
The fight's proud triumph sounds in that applause. 
And blends the charger's neigh as the chafed ground he 
paws. 

XXIV. 

The French take up the shout, and " Vive TEmpereur !" 

Blends with the English cheer — " God save the Queen !" 
Beach the loud echoes to the distant moor. 

Startling the wild cock from the sedgy green, 

Fearing the fowler's on its track, I ween; 
Their ranks united in a proud array. 

Onward they rush, no interval between ; 
Fall back the Russians, smitten with dismay, 
And fly like summer dust — the day is ours, hurrah ! 

Ooiober, 1854. 



'Gainst his saddle loudly clanging, 
Dim with many a crimson stain. 

See his weapon loosely hanging, 
As he rides with tightened rein. 
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Who that figure, slight and bending, 
For the hero's form would choose ? 

Art upon it labour spending, 
Time and talents would abuse. 

But the fire of mind is flashing 
From those deeply sunken eyes, 

And a spirit, bold and dashing, 
That thin stream of blood supplies. 

Rising fresh from each disaster. 
Like the phcenix from the fire, 

Nought Ms iron will can master. 
Nought his fortitude can tire. 

Chieftain of the wild guerilla. 
Fierce and restless as the wind ; 

If defeated, holds he still a 
Resolute smd dauntless mind. 

Here to-day, to-morrow's morning 
Finds him fifty miles away; 

Obstacles and perils scorning — 
Nothing can his movements stay. 

With the Russian fiercely warring. 
Hating with a burning hate ; 

All his plans of conquest marring, 
With the constancy of fate. 

Like the fierce simoon he rideth, 
Like the horrid desert blast ; 

Even then his steed he chideth, 
Though the bird flies not more fast. 
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As the snow-drift melts to water, 
And subsides beneath the heat, 

Lessened thus by plague and slaughter, 
Do the MuscoYites retreat 

Thousands upon thousands sinking, 
Find their graves who looked for spoil ; 

As the earth the rain is drinking, 
So they sink beneath the soil. 

Though a fool experience teacheth, 
Here, alas ! the lesson 's vain ; 

And too late the echo reacheth, 
Of a long despised strain. 

Nicholas, by Schamyl haunted, 

Starteth, agonized, from sleep ; 
For the Chief has barriers planted. 
Which the Czar can't overleap. 
Juotrj, 1854. 



Oh, for the days of William Pitt ! 
Now pigmies in the Coimcil sit — 

Degenerate, puny souls. 
Oh, for the days of George the Third ! 
When Chatham's voice' the Senate stirred, 

As when the thunder roUs. 
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II. 

We have not counted fifty suns,* j 
Since boomed Trafalgar's dreadful guns, 

And shook the Spanish shore ; 
When, Nelson like a summer sun, 
Set, wounded by the Frenchman's gun, 

And weltering in his gore. 

III. 

Now, where shall we his fellow find ? 
Now, where the man of lofty mind 

A Chatham once possessed? 
Saint Paul's holds Nelson's sacred dust ; 
And Chatham's pale sepulchral dust 

Doth in the Abbey rest. j 

IV. 

The men of bold and open tongue 
Sit idle midst the common throng. 

With looks of wounded pride ; 
There, Napier see, our Commodore, 
Whose guns the walls of Acre tore. 

And opened breaches wide. 

V. 

His honest, blunt, and Saxon speech, 
Our rulers woimdeth like a leech. 

Or like a serpent's tooth : 
His hand corruption's mantle tears ; 
His word incompetency scares. 

Barbed with the sting of truth. 
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VI. 

Twas thus Trafalgar's hero warned ; 
'Twas thus his voice was often scorned 

By England's rulers then ; 
The hest, no party spirit sways ; 
No hias mean the minds hetrays 

Of independent men. 

VII. 

But in these late, degenerate times, 
A fine-spun policy suhlimes 

The acts of those who rule ; 
A mystery of look and tone 
By every minister is shown, 

Which oft conceals a fool. 

VIII. 

Away with every such disguise ; 
Clear, light, and open as the skies 

Let all our actions he ; 
With freedom's friends we are in league, 
Old England hateth all intrigue — 

The mistress of the sea. 

IX. 

A Palmerston unto the helm, 

Soon shall our wooden walls o'erwhelm 

The frigates of the Czar ; 
With Napier's pennant at the mast, 
The Muscovites shall stand aghast. 

And shim the tug of war. 
December, 1859. 
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Abound the just for their defoDce, 
To guard tiiem while they sleep ; 

Although inyifiible to sense, 
Their station angels keep. 

While thus they stand in bright array, 

Their foe the sight appals ; 
Fearful to meet them in the fray, 

Back Satan's army falls. 

When in the morning they arise, 

Their daily work to do, 
Those blessed spirits of the skies 

Shall keep their charge in view. 

God's blessed spirit too, within, 

Shall bum with sacred fire. 
To purge away the dross of sin, 

And holy thoughts inspire. 

'Till death, when weeping friends commend 

The parting soul above, 
Those blessed ministers attend 

With never-failing love. 

Febraary, 1856. 
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ON THE 
FEBBUART, 1854. 

Go, go, 'tis honor's summons. 
Which calls you o'er the deep ; 

You'll come again rejoicing, 
Though some among you weep. 

'Tis not for fear you tremhle, 
Nor weep those manly eyes ; 

But fond ones round are pressing. 
And strong are Nature's ties, 

As onward you are marching, 
Your coimtrymen attend, 

And cheer you with their voices. 
Which with the hugles blend. 

O'er you a flag is waving, 
Which bears a crimson shield ; 

And there the cross it flutters. 
Carried in many a fleld. 

The trumpet note is stirring 
Your bosoms with its blast : 

Upon the field of Belgium, 
Its echoes sounded last. 

Nigb forty years are ended, 

Since last its summons pealed ; 
Since Buonaparte's dread legions, 
I At Waterloo did yield. 

I 
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A stately ship is waiting 

To carry you away, 
Where Moslems crescent wareth, 

Beside Sinope's bay. 

You'll fight as fought your fathers 
On Belgium's crimson plain, 

Which their life's blood did water, 
And fertilise like rain. 

For liberty they struggled, 
And splendidly they won ; 

Oh ! twas a dread encounter, 
Beneath that summer sun. 

The rights are universal 

For which we go to war ; 
And not for Moslem's quarrel, 

With an usurping Czar. 

That were a paltry issue. 

To peril Britain's sons, 
Not worth the price of powder. 

With which you charge your guns. 

No ! for a stake far deeper 
Than this Britannia fights — 

For freedom's peerless jewel. 
And all its chartered rights. 

For these your arms are flashing 
Against the morning sim ; 

The battle will be ended 
When these you shall have won. 
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The Danube soon shall echo 
The ringiBg of your guns ; 

Go! England is confiding 
Her honor to her sons. 

February, 



Ev'n the very humblest saint* 
Who doth sit at Jesu's feet, 

Weak in faith, of spirits faint, 
Yet in Christ he is complete. 

Not unto the swift the race, 
Though he run with nimble feet ; 

Theirs the heritage of grace. 
Who in Jesus are complete. 

Not the battle to the brave, 
Nor the prize unto the fleet ; 

Whom he will the Lord will save, 
And in him they are complete. 

Not by birth, or wealth, or might. 
Nor their struggles who compete ; 

To his own he giveth light — 
They in Jesus are complete. 

Who in Christ their faith repose. 
Though with enemies they meet, 

Firm shall stand amidst their foes, 
For in Christ they are complete, 
o 
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With them long though Satan strive, 
And endeavour to defeat, 

Strength from Jesus they derive, 
And in him they are complete. 

When at last their bodies rise, 
Summoned to the judgment seat, 

'Midst the armies of the skies 
They shall stand in Christ complete. 

Noyember, 18A3. 



I. 

WiTHoxjT a faith, without a creed, 
Save what his intellect can read ; 
To revelation's pages blind, 
He makes an idol of his mind. 

TI. 

Upon a pedestal he sets 
Nature, and Natiu^'s God forgets ; 
The creature worships as divine. 
With incense from its maker's shrine. 

in. 

Her mysteries, which the Word doth teach, 
Because his mind can never reach, 
Because they wound his native pride. 
He casts them with contempt aside. 
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IV. 

Body to soul, the link which ties, 

His analyzing skill defies; 

His steel may cut through veins and skin, 

But fails to track the soul within. 

V. 

His skill may measure every star — 
Tell to a iurlong where they are ; 
But can he, with his lead and line. 
Those worlds' existences divine ? * 

VI. 

Fire, air, earth, water, all contain 
Secrets which baffle every brain ; 
Then let us hear, with humble hearts, 
What of himself our God imparts. 

January, 1856. 



'* May God defend the right ! " he said ; 

In Eussell Britain spoke ; 
And when he ceased, three hearty cheers 

From British voices broke. 
. Six hundred English gentlemen 
Rose as a single man ; 
And Eussell's bosom swelled with pride. 
As high the tumult ran. 

o2 
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" May God defend the right ! " he said ; 

" We Ve borne with evil long ; 
" But in the cause of truth and right, 

We feel that we are strong. 
" Th' appeal to arms we have not tried, 

" TiU all was found in vain ; 
" Now God defend the right ! " he said ; 

And then they cheered again. 

" May God defend the right ! " The word 

Is echoed far and wide ; 
'Tis carried on the tempest's wing, 

Tis borne upon the tide. 
High bom and low take up the word, 

The peasant and the peer ; 
And as the sentence we repeat, 

Our very children cheer. 

"May God defend the right!" each tar 

Within our wooden walls, 
With voice which drowns the northern blast, 

Unto his fellow calls. 
From John o* Groats to Berwick town. 

High land and low land hail ; 
From Solway to St. Michael's Mount, 

It travels on the gale. 

In accents gentle as the lute, 

In many a summer bower. 
Where the acacia lends its bloom 

Unto the orange flower, 
" May God defend the right ! " is breathed 

By lips of ruddy hue, 
And mingles with the sadder tones 

Of him who says Adieu ! " 
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" May God defend the right ! " The words 

Inscribe on Britain's shield, 
That all her sons the same may read, 

Upon the battle field. 
And as the bayonets home they thrust. 

When foot to foot they fight, 
This be their cry amidst the din — 

" May God defend the right ! " 

March, 1854. 



The cross which wav'd o'er Cressy's field, which wav'd at 
Agincourt, 

O'er Poitiers' field which floated, when Henry's lieges bore ; 
Which brightly shone at Blenheim, when Churchill, with 
his men. 

Broke like an avalanche upon the soldiers of Guienne ; 

Which, like a oomet, since has blazed o'er many a battle 
I)lain, 

O'er many a gallant war-ship of Britain on the main, 
Which waved above the " Victory " at fatal Trafalgar, 
Now floateth o'er the Dardanelles, a warning to the Czuv. 

Beside that cross the eagle flies, the royal bird of Gaul ; 
Well may those friendly ensigns the Muscovite appal ; 
Oh ! never did we see those flags in union unfurl'd — 
Briton and France together may battle with the world. 

Kindred in blood and climate, why should they still be foes ? 
Friendship, by kindly offices and kindred manners gi ows : 
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And shall the nations first in peace, and first in arts of war, 
Grow pale, and cringe like cowards in the presence of the 
Czar? 

• 

Perish the thought for eyer ! No, Britain is awake ; 
And from its sheath, where it had lain, her weapon she 
doth take; 

The rust which on its surface lay, left there by forty years, 
She polishes, till, like the sun, its shining edge appears. 

Fraternal with the other two, another ensign flies. 
And Moslem's silver crescent above the clouds doth rise ; 
The Crescent, Gross, and Eagle, in triple force unite. 
To vindicate an injured cause, and help the side of right. 

Soon as the soft south wind shall blow upon the Baltic tide. 
Proudly their gallant war ships upon its breast shall ride ; 
The imperial capital shall ring with Napier's guns of war. 
And from his gilded palace drive the terror-stricken Czar. 

He who rejecteth protocols and soft Vienna notes, 
Shall hear the thunder from the waves, where England's 
navy floats ; 

An argument shall reach him from England's wooden walls. 
When rise the flames around him from red-hot cannon balls. 

He draws the meshes round him ; upon the Danube's shore, 
The foe his flying eagles with dauntless purpose tore ; 
His legions in the Caucasus like snow-drifts melt away. 
To Schamyl's wild guerillas an easy, endless prey. 

What though the tide ran crimson upon Sinope's wave, 
When by surprise his war-ships came down upon the brave ? 
The crime and infamy is theirs the bloody spoil who won. 
And theirs the glory who did not a fight unequal shun. 
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Their ghosts, who fell at Sinope, shall haunt him in his 
rest, 

And he shall feel as feels the wretch whose crime is uncon- 
fessed ; 

And as he turns upon his couch, with agony possessed, 
Conscience, with worse than viper's sting, shall wound his 
guilty hreast. 
Febraary, 1864. 



HuBBAH for gold ! 

Over the hriny sea, 
Ye spirits bold, 

Come follow, follow me ! 
With noiseless keel our way we'll track, 
Nor shall the tempest driye us back. 

Hurrah for gold ! 

Deep in the mine it lies ! 
Our hands shall hold 
The yellow, blushing pri^e. 
Then fear not ! Though the tempest rave, 
Our prow shall cleave the wildest wave. 

Hurrah for gold ! 

In poverty who pine, 
Behold, behold 
The treasures of the mine I 
From galling poverty be free. 
And o'er the ocean follow me ! 
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For gold, for gold, 

Your squalid huts forsake I 
No longer fold 
Your arms, but, men, awake I 
Come, follow with a ready mind. 
And leave your poverty behind. 

Hurrah for gold ! 

Come, follow o'er the tide ! 
Be brave and bold ! 
There's many a mine untried. 
Where you may dig the golden prize. 
Which close beneath the surface lies. 

Hurrah for gold ! 

The men who stay behind 
The grave shall hold; 
Sepulehral clay shall bind ; 
But golden ingots theirs shall be. 
Who follow me across the sea ! 

September, 1853. 



f f ntiitttir, 

ON HER FIFTEENTH BIRTHDAY, 9th JUNE, 1859. 



Oh ! what should I wish thee — 
'Midst pleasures to live ? 

That wish, love, hereafter, 
Thou would'st not forgive. 

Though full to the brim, love. 
Thou pleasures may'st quaff. 
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And thoroughly revel, 
And frolic and laugh ; 

The time it will come, love, 
When thou wilt repent, 

That thou hast in pleasure 
Thy early days spent. 

Oh ! what should I wish thee ? 

Of sorrow to drink ? 
'Twere better for thee, love, 

To cause thee to think 
On what thou art standing — 

The edge of the tomb. 
Where fiow'rs may be springing, 

And blossoms may bloom. 
But death, love, is lurking, 

Unseen, in our bowers, 
And deadly its sting, love. 

Is within the flowers. 

Oh ! what should I wish thee? 

The smile of thy Lord ; 
The spring of true joy, love. 

Is found in his word. 
The world it may frown, love. 

The wicked revile ; 
But what wilt thou heed, love. 

Possessed of His smile. 
There, there are the pleasures, 

Which never shall die, 
Like flowers amaranthine. 

Which bloom in the sky. 

9th June, 1853. 
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When the ark of the covenant strack on the rock, 
And the vessel did reel through the force of the shock, 
A Pilot of skill took the helm in his hand, 
And the vessel was righted and brought to the land. 

Since then did that Pilot stand firm on the deck, 
And his voice and his hand oft have saved from wreck ; 
And vain were their words who attempted to show 
That the force of the tempest would drive him below. 

Ah, no ! Little prized they his metal of mind, 
Who thought he would tremble because of the wind. 
Or shrink from his station whilst danger was nigh, 
And the tempest-cloud hovered above in the sky. 

Of an intellect mighty, which seldom is given ; 

Of a fancy all bright with the colours of heaven ; 

Of a judgment unclouded by passion or pride ; 

Of a courage which numbers, though countless, defied. 

The champion of truth, with its foes he did fight. 
And with spear of Ithuriel their ranks he did smite ; 
Not by strength of his own in the battle he fought. 
But through Jesus, his Captain, he stood and he wrought. 

Not faintly he sounded the trumpet of war, 
But his loud blast of truth did the enemy scar ; 
In the front of the battle his banner did wave. 
And on it a name, which was mighty to save. 
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His pen for the truth was a weapon of skill, 
And though deeply it wounded, it never did kill ; 
Unmoved hj the greatness of names gone before. 
He showed their mistakes, &nd the truth did restore. 

The shame of the cross was Ms glory and boast, 
And under its shadow he fought with the host ; 
Though weary and faint, when he looked up above, 
His heart was renewed with the glance of His love. 

So mighty his logic, the foe he grew pale, 
'Neath the weight of his strokes, which did strongly assail ; 
When he conquered, his hand then resigned the wreath 
To the Captain whose banner he conquered beneath. 

Not carnal the weapons he wielded with skill ; 
Not mortal the breath which his trumpet did fill. 
As he stood, like a watchman, upon his high ground, 
And blew a loud blast, which did widely resound. 

As he stood, lo ! a voice, whose soft music he knew. 
Did fall on his ear like the droppings of dew : 
" Well done, faithful soldier ! now come imto me ! " 
And that moment the spirit of Chalmers was free ! 
Amblemde, December S4, 1850. 



f |t liftarn of 



The last faint echoes of the booming gun 
Has told the nations that the war is done ; 
Balance in hand, now reason comes to weigh 
The losses and the gains, too, of the day. 
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And first the losses — blood like water spilt — 
And if in vain, a reckless nation's guilt ; 
And wealth in millions, thrift's hard-earned gains, 
And flowing ceaseless from the nation's veins. 

Flower of our youth, the peasants and the peers, 
Have shared the peril of tiie by-gone years ; 
And now with undistinguished rank they sleep 
Beneath one mighty monumental heap. 

And have we back a step the giant driven? 
If so, then all this blood may be forgiven ! 
And all the treasure spent will not be waste, 
Nor with a stain be England's name disgraced. 

To stay the downfall of a tottering reign, 
A fiction — Europe's balance to maintain ; 
When through our own connivance it was lost. 
When we had power to keep at little cost. 

A nation's sorrow always comes too late. 

The opportunity doth never wait ; 

For kingdoms which have perished, save in name, 

That smallest virtue let us show of shame. 

Hungary, Poland, dead, except in name. 
Though linked in both to everlasting fame ; 
Still, still the embers burn on freedom's shrine. 
Though Eoman exiles here in sorrow pine. 

Though priests like locusts fatten on the soil. 
And draw the life-blood from the veins of toil ; 
E'en now it totters — ^proud St. Peter's dome. 
That type of slavery which shadows Home. 
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With noiseless folds though slavery may creep 

Upon the infant Hercules asleep ; 

Waking to life before the monster bite, 

His hand with mortal blow its head shall smite. 

Apra, 1804. 



f |t |is|t fat t\t ^tenbarir. 



Upon the battle-field a youth a crimson standard bore ; 
Mounted upon a milk-white steed, he rode the ranks before ; 
And as the horses o'er the plain did charge upon the foe, 
All meteor-like, that crimson flag upon the plain did show. 

II. 

When back apace the horses fell, that standard, too, recoil'd, 
And by the courage of the foe their charges still were foil'd : 
At last the ranks were broken, and the youth was left alone ; 
But still that standard up he bore, and far its crimson shone. 

III. 

Then said a captain to his men — " That crimson flag behold ! 
" The man who wins that standard wins his epaulettes of 
gold!" 

Quick at the word a dozen ran, and press'd the youth around, 
Who stood as stands the stag at bay, against the yelping 
hound. 

IV. 

With his left hand the flag he bore, while with his right he 
fought ; 

So well he used his weapon, soon five to the ground he 
brought ; 
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And as he backed, the rest pressed on, as press the noisy pack 
Upon the antlered monarch, as he retreateth back. 

V. 

The gallant steed on which he rode his loud defiance neigh'd, 
Well practised to escape the stroke of every levelled blade ; 
And now aside he leaped, and now upon his haunches reared, 
And, snorting at the trumpet's call, his burden safely steered. 

VI. 

Back streamed the standard, flapping in the impulsive breeze, 
And near and nearer to his side the youth grew by degrees; 
And still the men pressed onward to sieze that crimson flag. 
Fierce as the savage hounds to drink the life-blood of the stag. 

VII. 

** Oh ! by my life, they 've won it now ! " a horseman cried ; 
And spurring on his steed, he stood tlie gallant youth beside; 
Full time it was ; for though he fought as bravely as before. 
Weak had he grown from loss of blood, which from his 
head did pour. 

VIII. 

But when the standard bearer saw a comrade by his side, 
He felt the fountain from his heart rush with a stronger tide ; 
He felt his arm grow strong again ; like hammers fell his 
blows. 

As when the smith strikes on the steel which on the anvil 
glows. 

IX. 

Foiled of their hope, the men fell back, the remnant of the 
corps; 

Then forward came the gallant youth, his steed all red with 
gore; 
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With deafening cheers the opening ranks received him in 
their lines, 

Loud as the tempest when it breaks upon the rustling vines. 

Aaga8t,1854. 



(^m fflbe Mm? 



Can love delay ? 

Ask heaven's angelic band, 
Who, night and day, 
Before their Maker stand ; 
And as the Quire their changing measures sing, 
Their fingers strike upon the golden string. 

Can love delay ? 

Knock at the mother's breast^ 
Nor go away 

Until she has confessed ; 
But if no sound from that deep fountain flow. 
Or only sighs, sighs* silence meaneth '* No." 

Can love delay ? 

Oh ! in her woman's pride. 
Hear the proud " Nay " 
Of the betrothed bride ; 
And when her glossy ringlets turn to gray, 
Bepeat the challenge— hear her falter " Nay." 

Can love delay ? 

Th' affirmative 's denied. 
By his own " Nay," 

Who rules creation wide, 
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"VVTiose love's revealed in the sacred word, 
Whose heart hy more than woman's love is stirr'd. 

Can love delay ? 

Sooner sons shall fade, 
Dissolve away, 
And yield again to shade. 
When nature dies amidst a general groan. 
Then love shall flutter hack unto the throne. 

July, 18M. 



%!l ^. 

ON HER BIRTHDAY, 12tk SEPTEMBER, 1852. 



Oh, if my muse refused to-day to hail thee with a strain, 
I'd mar my lute for ever, and snap its strings in twain ; 
The shell upon the soimding shore shall sooner cease to play, 
Than to thyself my tender heart its tribute cease to pay. 

No ; sooner shall the circling fires break from their centra 
light. 

And driven from their orbits, wheel an uncertain flight. 
No ; I shall sink a broken wreck, beneath the stroke of fate. 
Ere I forswear, with callous heart, my descant to my mate. 

When back I look upon the past, since thou and I were one, 
'Tis like a goodly landscape, illumined by the sun ; 
Thy presence hallows every spot, and makes it doubly dear. 
And e'en the shadows from thy form my memory doth re- 
vere. 
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Some sorrow we have tasted ^seen valued friends depart, 
And sighs sometimes have given relief unto a burdened 
heart; 

But through the vista when J look of those departed years, 
Amidst the gloom which settles there the light of peace ap- 
pears. 

For every grief there's comfort — a baJm for every wound, 
Some notes may jar upon the cords, but soon the harp's at- 
tuned ; 

Though nature struck by human guilt give utterance to 
woes, 

Tet from the cords which sin hath marred, sweet harmony 
still flows. 

What though the world regard us not, yet shall it not accuse, 
Not willing, while we yield the rest, our self-esteem to lose ; 
That, as a priceless treasure, with firmest grasp we'll hold, 
More precious than the ruby, more costly far than gold. 

Distant from wealth and poverty, we've walked the middle 
"way, 

Trusting the dealings of our God, our refiige and our stay ; 
When clouds and darkness covered the brightness of his 
ways, 

With minds too weak his plans to read, we gave our hearts 
to praise. 

And we will trust our Father still— in life, in death, in all, 
And wait with patient quiet hearts until his summons call ; 
Till in his sight we stand, and see the darkness roll away, 
And view him face to face, and hear his voice without dis- 
may. 

8«p(6mber 12, 1852. 

P 
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Iff piss pgpngalt, 

ON HER RETURN. 



Cm, Lady, from thy mission returned to England back, 
The spirits thou didst tend on earth, did follow in thy track ; 
like sun-lit clouds, they flew above the vessel thee which • 
bore, 

Nor ceased to bear thee company till parted by the shore. 

Their testimony's silent, but living voices tell 
How like an angel's accents thy soothing whispers fell ; 
Hovi, when their throbbing foreheads were sounding like the 
tide, 

Thy hand unto the burning lips the cooling draught ap- 
plied. 

Thine eye had often kindled unto a tale of woe, 
And at the sad recital thy sympathy did flow ; 
But all that thou hadst heard before experience has sur- 
passed. 

And thou hast seen war's bloody hand, and heard his peal- 
ing blast. 

The gaping wounds, t^e severed limbs, the ghastly blood- 
shot eye, 

The groan, the sob, the prayer, the last convulsive sigh ; 
The parting words to distant friends committed to thy care, 
All this 'twas thine to see, to hear — 'twas thine also to bear. 

And now unto thy quiet home thou art again returned, 
And God's approval for thy work, thy best reward, hast 
earned ; 



Digitized by GoOglC 



227 



Their fayour too, whose gratitude is all they have to spare, 
But with its worth no jewel can e'er in thine eyes compare. 

These thy rewards at present ; hut, Lady, who can tell 
What shall he thine when to thi^ earth thy spirit says, 
" Farewell !" 

When thou shalthear the still small voice, with love in every 
tone, 

Which welcomes thee to heaven, and calls thee to the throne. 

Angast, 1866. 



f l0SBntfe. 



I. 

A TRUMPET tongue like thine we need 

Our frozen hearts to fixe ; 
While freedom's argument you plead, 

Through every town and shire. 

II. 

Our eyes the tear of pity dims, 

As by thy burning word. 
Which paints thy country's bleeding limbs, 

The hearts of all are stirred. 

III. 

Women, all gashed with cruel scars, 

The victims of the cause 
Which man's best privileges mars, 

Thy graphic pencil draws. 

p2 
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IV. 

Men, noble both by rank and mind. 
With galling fetters bound, 

In lonely cells, and dark confined, 
Where cries of honour sound. 

V. 

The feigned promises of kings 

Abused a people s trust, 
And their best-prized and sacred things 

All trampled in the dust. 

TI. 

The Dadan Gssars, Hapsburg's line, 
Like Bourbon's cursed race, 

Claim for themselves a right divine, 
And other's rights efface. 

vit. 

Archangels at their folly weep, 
And God*8 avenging power 

Doth in reserve his vengeance keep, • 
Which shall their throne devour. 

vni. 

Hark ! from their sepulchres they cry. 

The voices of the dead ! 
" Awake ! once more the battle try, 

By Kossuth's valour led I" 

June, 1864. 
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18th S£FT£MBEB, 1864. 



I. 

A WELCOME on your birthday, a welcome warm and true ! 
And may that sun whose dawn I hail shine brightly, love, 
on you ! 

And as its beams dispel the night, and laugh the clouds away, 
Oh ! may your bosom's gladness be bright as opening 
day! 

II. 

As one by one the objects rise, which late were wrapped in 
gloom. 

As birds, till now all silent, their singing now resume ; 
So may reviving consciousness bring back into your mind 
The objects which, in sleep, you missed, to nature's presence 
blind. 

ITI. 

Hark ! with the glad notes blending, which fill the sky above, 
More welcome sounds arrest your-dear voices full of love ; 
The youngest, scarcely conscious of what our joy excites, 
In all our pleasure shareth, and in our joy delights. 

IV. 

The voice which greets the loudest is his, your only boy ; 
May God a treasure make him, amidst the world's alloy ! 
A gift than gold more precious, than rubies, or than pearls. 
Or than a golden coronet, although it were an earl's. 
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V. 

Oh ! sweetly speed your life, love, just like a silver stream, 
In which heaven's light and hue, love, as in a mirror, gleam; 
And as it floweth on, love, to reach the far-off sea. 
Be it a type of thee, love, hound for eternity. 

VI. 

As on its hreast it hears, love, full many a gentle craft, 
Thy dear ones on with thee, love, may prosperous fortune 
waft; 

Eternity till reaching, with all their canvas set, 
The perils of the voyage their happy souls forget. 

September IS, 1854. 



Count the men on freedom's side. 
In the cause of truth allied ; 
like the ancient Thehan hand, 
Side to side those hrothers stand. 

Though they he of numhers small. 
They will win, or perish all ; 
Claiming freedom from their hirth. 
Every life 's a kingdom's worth. 

Hasten, now, their numhers write. 
Who against that hand unite ; 
Count their numhers, if you can-7- 
Count them to a single man. 
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Vain the task! so great the host, 
Like the sands upon the coast, 
Or the drops of ocean's tide, 
In a wicked cause allied. 

Like those sands, they scarce cohere — 
Bouiid together by their fear ; 
To all other passions blind — 
Death before, and death behind. 

Ruled by a despot's will, 
Which can either spare or kill ; 
Hanging on a mortal's breath, 
Be their doom, or life, or death. 

See the Cossacks in advance, 
Bearing each a glittering lance, 
Which upon his foot doth rest. 
Shining cuirass on his breast. 

On a steed of faultless white, 
See the Boyar on the right, 
Chieftain of the Eoyal Czar, 
Helmet shining like a star. 

Lo ! the Northern Caesar's flag 
In the rearmost ranks doth lag. 
Crimsoned with the hue of shame. 
Branded with a coward's name ! 

Where yon human torrent rolls, 
On it bears the martial Poles, 
Wisely scattered through the throng. 
Burning with a nation's wrong. 
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Who doth Denmark's peasants lead? 
Who the northern hardy Swede ? 
To the call they answered " Nay,** 
And at home determined stay. 

Now between them short the space ; 
Blood, ere long, will flow apace ; 
Soon they'll meet that little band, 
Foot to foot, and band to hand. 
January, 1854. 



fines. 



Give me the high aspiring mind 

Which soars above its fate, 
And only happiness doth find 

In being good and great. 

Give me a nature gentle, free 
From selfishness and pride ; 

Nature's true nobleman is he. 
To sterling rank allied. 

Give me a heart whose tender cord 

Vibrates to pity's call ; 
Give me who, for his plighted word, 

Would forfeit life and alL 

Give me the man in whose bright heart 

Reflected nature shines- 
Nature, improved by every art 

Which softens and refines. 
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Give me the man whose ready word 

Is eloquent for right, 
By whom an adverse senate *8 stirred, 

Their counsels to unite. 

Give me whose heart for freedom bums, 
Whose voice for freedom pleads; 

Who from his purpose never turns, 
Nor scoffers ever heeds. 

Give me whose bright example shines 
Before his children's eyes ; 

Whose living faith their hearts inclines, 
And fits them for the skies. 

Give me whose bold avowal dares 

His faith in God to own ; 
Who only pleads in all his prayers, 

A Saviour's blood alone. 

Deoember, 1851. 



I. 

Up with the standard once again, and shake the dust away. 
For forty summers on its folds which thick and crusted lay : 
Gome, let the wind with freedom play upon its silken threads ; 
There let the sun its rays converge, before their glory 
spreads. 
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II. 

There England's tawny lion shows, in rampant, deadly 
rage, 

And only blood, like water spilt, its anger can assuage ; 
Its red mane bristles on its neck, each fiery eye-ball rolls ; 
Its breath is like the caldron's steam above the burning 
coals. 

TII. 

Out now it streameth to the wind, and flouts the azure sky ; 
Bums every heart beneath its shade, and kindles every eye ; 
Cheers every voice stentorian, as Britons ever cheer, 
All their emotions blending, except the one of fear. 

IV. 

Amidst the battle's smoke, which soon shall veil the noon- 
day sun, « 

Beneath that flery banner shall glorious deeds be done ; 

The hands which grasp that banner's staff, when stiff in 
death they grow. 

Even then their hold shall not relax, till severed by a blow. 

V. 

Most who did fight beneath it last are sleeping in the clay ; 
A few survive, too, of the band, whose temples now are grey ; 
Oh ! let us, by our actions, shew that we their courage own, 
And that we have their strength of will as well as strength 
of bone. 

VI. 

'Tis not for aliens' rights we join the issue of the sword ; 
No! England's rights, as well as theirs, are by our foe 
ignored ; 
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Although assailed the latest, our turn would come at last, 
When Europe's thrones are levelled all, and lieges stand 
aghast. 

VII. 

Then up with England's standard, and let its banner float, 
*' God and my right ! " the stirring words upon its texture 
wrote ; 

What though for forty years om swords have in their scab- 
bards lain. 

To-day, unsheathed, their deadly strokes shall not descend 
in vain. 
May, 1854. 



Long time England's mind, deluded, 
Prejudice, like water, drank ; 

And so long o'er error brooded. 
That irom truth she almost shrank. 

When the second Stuart ended. 
On {he block, a shameful reign, 

And luito the tomb descended. 
Tyrant, both in heart and brain. 

Cromwell, then, the English Brutus, 
Rose into the Stuart's throne. 

And in every way did suit us — 
English to the very bone. 
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From his throne a tyrant tearing, 

Party to an act sublime ; 
Then engaged in repairing 

All the ruins wrought by time. 

Charles's death an act of treason, 
And of murder, though they blamed ; 

Yet the yoice of truth and reason 
Hath an act of judgment named. 

England's name he made respected, 
Feared abroad and free at home ; 

England's faith, too, he protected 
From the arrogance of Home. 

Protestant in mind and feeling. 
Like in faith his hand did aid ; 

England's wrongs while he was healing, 
All rebellious arts he swayed. 

Never failing in resources, 

Every barrier he o'erleapt ; 
Quellii]^ all opposing forces, 

Firm in hand his own he kept. 

Wills of those around him moulding. 
Soft; and plastic, to his own ; 

All his people's rights upholding. 
Fast he bound them to his throne. 

Like a second Alfred, spreading 
England's commerce far and wide ; 

Every nation she was heading, 
On the breadth of ocean's tide. 
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Though Ms laws of navigation 

Bose upon a narrow base, 
Yet they were a wise creation, 

Which his master mind did trace. 

Though his laurels enyy blighted, 
Now they flourish, green and fair ; 

History Cromwell's name has righted. 
Who to wrong it none shaJl dare ! 



MioHTT mistress of the sea ! 
Britain, all thy sons are free ! 
Still be this thy proudest boast — 
Not a slave upon thy coast ! 

By the circling ocean pressed ; 
Its dominion thine confessed ; 
Every sea thy vessels sweep— 
These thy bulwarks on the deep. 

'Tis a thousand years and more. 
Since a foe stood on thy shore ; 
Safe within thy wooden walls, 
Bid defiance to the Gauls ! 

Vain their menace, vain their boast ; 
God has kept thine island coast 
Safe from every threatened harm. 
By his own Ahnighty arm. 



January, 1854. 
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On the side of freedom draw ; 
Still may freedom be thy law ; 
Be thy weapons free from rust ; 
Bravely battle — God thy trust ! 

Freedom's champion, this thy phde. 
That to progress is alHed; 
Though to aid be others loth, 
Bravely battle for them both. 

" Progress ! " on thy flag unfurled, 
Thou shalt civilize the world ; 
Plant the cross in heathen lands, 
'Midst the desert's burning sands ! 

Gallant children hast thou reared, 
To posterity endeared : 
Nelson, Wellesley, noble names, 
Each our bosom's homage claims ; 

Shakspeare, Milton, Dryden, Pope, 
Who in verse with these can cope ? 
Coleridge, Southey, Byron, Scott, 
High their fame, and proud their lot ! 

Bright as famed Pactolus flows, 
Sheweth thus Macaulay's prose ; 
Scieilce, too, her Titans owns. 
Nature's monarchs, fit for thrones. 

Davy, Stephenson, and Watt, 
Greater Europe knoweth not ; 
They had been in days of old, 
Each as demi-gods enrolled. 
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But a prouder lot is theirs — 
Nature's empire each one shares ; 
Them the elements ohey, 
Over nature sovereign* they. 

Britain ! such exalted fame, 
Save thine own, what land can claim ? 
But, while all thy fame confess. 
Be it not in future less ! 

February, 1854. 
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